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TO COEEESPONDENTS. 



The unusual demands upon our sp^ce compel us to postpone several 
valuable contributions. A Doitbls Numbbb of ** College Rhymes" 
will be issued in the course of Michaelmas Term, for which the fol- 
lowing are reserved : — 

Iphigenia (by the Dean of Emly)— The Erring One — Stanzas by 
P. D.— The Broken Heart— A Quiet Glass of Wine— The Mother of 
Sisera — The Flowers — The Hidden Fount— Pray for those at Sea ! 
— An Extract — Translation from King Henry V. Act v. Scene 1 — 
Meditations at the Grove Inn — To the Memory of a Song. 

A portion of ** Hero and Leander " will also appear in No. XXV. 



The following are declined with thanks : — 

The Dream Spirit : a Fragment—" He is not here, but is risen " — 
Memoria Technica — Flora — The Storm -Fiend — Translation from 
Schiller's " Hoffhung" — A Retrospect — Last Conversation of Augus- 
tine and his Mother at Ostia — Watching — In Autumn — Shepherd's 
Hymn for Sunday — Forest Song— At Night (from the 'German) — 
A Friday Evening, &c. — Translation from Psalm cxxvi. — and a Poem 
by "Montfort." 



Contributions for the Double Number should be forwarded to the 
Editor (under cover to Messrs. T. & G. Shrimpton, Broad Street, 
Oxford) as early as possible in Michaelmas Term ; and must in every 
case be authenticated by the name and present address of the writer. 

Short Translations in Greek or Latin Verse will be acceptable. 



The Editor would be glad to receive a larger proportion of contri- 
butions from Cambridge for future numbers of " College Rhymes.'* 
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)S one who weaves a wreath of blossoms 
Idly on a day, 
Casts it on a stream, and watches 
While it glides away, 
Knowing not what fate awaits it — 

On what shore at last, 
Borne by waves, or rough or gentle. 

At length it may be cast : 
So upon the troubled river 
Of men's working day 
Cast we now the Muse's blossoms, 
Come what end there may. 
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" S^e blossom of t^e fljinj S^trms."— fmniisofn. 



^sgt^i* 



A MYSTERY.— IN TWO FARTS. 



PART I. 




ilGHT stole down 
With its hoary crown 
O'er Cytherea's isle ; 

And the starlit deep, 
In its dimpled sleep 
Still wore its wonted smile ; 
And many a sprite 
By the silvery light 
Was his innocent antics playing ; 
VOL. vin. 
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And nymphs of the mountain 

And forest and fountain 
'Mid sylvan shadows straying ; 

l^ot yet the fire 

Of the Thracian lyre 
Was quenched, nor its chords were riven ; 

And heaven's high portals 

Were closed to mortals, 
While Jove still reigned in heaven. 

A maiden strayed 

Through the tangled glade, 
And a lamp in her hand was gleaming f 

Adown her back, 

Like a meteor's track 
Her auburn locks were streaming. 

With a step more light 

Than the winds of night 
She stole to her distant bower, 

Lest her airy tread 

Should awake the dead 
At midnight's hallowed hour. 

But scarce did she dare 

To enter there 
Though high her bosom swelled ; 

Though she longed to discover 

The hidden lover 
Whom her day-dreams ne'er beheld. 



Jpsyohe. 11 

Soundly he slept 

As the maiden crept 
Through bowers of Nature's twining ; 

No monster wild ! 

'Twas a godlike ohild 
On the mossy couch reclining. 

The maiden amazed. 

On the fair form gazed, 
And her heart beat high for joy ; 

And sweetly she blushed 

As her fair lips brushed 
The brow of the sleeping boy. 

He sighed, and he turned, 

And the pale light burned 
In his eyes, and the boy awoke. 

Oh ! sadly he rose 

From his sweet repose. 
And sad were the words he spoke : — 

" Maiden farewell ! 

No earthly spell 
Can bid me longer stay : 

Since thou hast slighted 

The vow once plighted, 
My path lies far away. 

But if there is love 

In bowers above 
That love to thee is given." 
VOL. vm. B 2 
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He spake, and he fled 

Like a moonbeam shed 
Through the azure vaults of heaven. 

She tracked his flight 

By the starry Kght 
Till her eyes with tears were swollen, 

Like a woodland dove 

That wails her love 
When her nest and all are stolen. 



PART II. 



*Twas many a year 

O'er deserts drear 
Her lonely search she plied, 

For little to her 

"Were the joys that were 
In the wide wide world beside. 

By the mystic fountain 

lu Delphi's mountain, 
Capped with the winter's snow ; 

By the holy river 

That windeth for ever 
In the forests far below ; 

Till at even she sat 

On a rocky plat 



S^yche. * • 13 



By Ocean's billows breaking j 
** Oh ! give me to sleep 
By the cheerless deep 
And in earth to know no waking/' 



From her saffron cave 

'Neath the Tyrianwave, 
Guiding her coursers bold, 

Came heavon-bom Aurora, 

And Ocean before her 
"Was tinged with living gold. 

By the western water, 

Sweet Thia'a daughter 
Had reined her fiery team. 

With the dews of morning 

Her tresses adorning. 
From the cold Briarean stream. 

On the ocean strand 

In that lonely land 
How fair a form lay sleeping ! 

Strewn o'er the rocks 

Lay those auburn locks, 
And her couch was wet with weeping. 

The goddess amazed 
On the maiden gazed. 
And pity moved her breast, 
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And she bore her away 

Like a morning ray- 
To the land of the golden west. 

Nqw lightly they sweep 

O'er the Lesbian deep. 
And tinge the sparkling spray j 

Now linger awhile 

Where the waters smile 
Jn lake-bom Thessaly : 

Silent and swift 

Tip the mountain nft 
Where Peneus the rocks hath riren ; 

Through the dusky bowers 

Where the sleepless Hours 
Are guarding thejgates of heaven. 

And a heavenly light 

O'er her aching sight 
Shone down, and the maid awoke. 

Oh ! was it the breeze 

Li the distant trees 
Pr a well-known voice that spoke ? 

^' Earth-bom spirit 

Come to inherit 
powers of eternal joy : 

Thy toils all ended, 

Thy joys all blended, 
In the loveof thy long-lost boy." 

J^MiTT College, Oxfobd. B. 



f/i 



Jl^tmQ "Natation JSrgrit, 




'VE been spending my vacation at a very pleasant 

place : 
A little Sheepshire township, amid a comic race ; 
The people are a mixture of benevolence and spite, 
A cankerworm of evil in a cauliflower of right : 
This little fault that mars a good built up by so much labour 
Is that every one must criticise whate'er's done by his 

neighbour. 
And consequently, if at all you give the town a handle, 
The safe result will be a lot of most annoying scandal. 
The girls here are the prettiest that ever I set eyes on, 
But sooner than come back again I'd rather far take ' p'ison.' 
For one cannot say a single word without the whole place 

knowing, 
And all one's little speeches spread, just like a mushroom 

growing. 
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And if you spoon a little less than Mrs. Y. expected, 
You're safe to hear, "Poor man! you've popped, I find, 

and been rejected !'' 
Or if you take a fancy and are swimming on quite jolly. 
The verdict is, "I wonder Mrs. Z. allows such folly !" 
As if beyond flirtation a man a word could utter, 
While still he is in doubt about his own poor bread and 

butter. 

Then in this place each clique must have its separate 

religion : 
Some * pouters,' some are ' tumblers,* some the * ordinary 

pigeon.' 
The * ordinary pigeons' go and listen till they drop 
To long-winded discourses at the orthodoxy shop, 
Where a harmless parson solemnly and tediously expounds 
His own interpretations on very dubious grounds. 
The ' pouters' try a village near, because they wish to find 
Not a mere utterance of words, but some trace of a mind. 
And in general are satisfied, though no one can endure it, 
When looking for the rector he only sees the curate. 
The * tumblers' are the people that never stir from home, 
In going to St. Abbot's take gigantic strides towards Rome ; 
And many say, and I myself repeat it with compunction, 
That credit's given to the tale by the parson's ** extreme 

unction." 
So every Sunday you will find, as certain as a moral. 
That those that go to church to pray all come away to 

quarrel. 
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As for the Local Board of Health, I safely may remark, 
As in most other country towns their goings-on are dark. 
There are plenty of suggestions supported hy petitioners, 
As no one sees exactly what's the use of the Commissioners, 
Who, like the Admiralty-board just shown up in the papers. 
Seem to take no end of money and to cut no end of capers. 
So consequently little tiffs arise about the rate. 
And this little town in Sheepshire gets in a pretty state : 
While one party calls a meeting as the custom's always been, 
The opposition whips go round on top of a machine. 
Which has not been the custom, and, though the effect is 

funny. 
The obvious result is this — a row about the money. 
And unless some Bishop has the gout or choleraic pains, 
1 don't think the Commissioners will ever mend their drains. 

Now having exercised the right of Englishmen to grumble. 
My villany I will recant, and eat the pie called humble ; 
If e'er you go to Sheepshire, be certain you will find 
The people there most sociable, most festive, and most kind. 
And if you don't enjoy yourself the fault will be your own, 
And if you bring your heart away, your heart must be a 

stone. 
And if ever you do go there, and are not too great a swell. 
Just take my love to Somebody j and say I hope she's well. 



New Coll., Oxon. F. M. H. 
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AIE stream, through many a fertile shire, 

Past many a pleasant town, 
That shows reflected many a spire, 
Thou flowest swiftly down. 



Full many a sight of joy and woe 
Thy sedgy banks have seen, 

As calmly on thy waters go 
Past rows of willow green. 



Past many an old ancestral hall 

Thou glidest seaward on : 
Thou hear'st the merry wood-bird's call, 

Thou bear'st the snowy swan. 
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Past many a lasher's roar and spray, 

Past many a tall old tree, 
Past many an eyot with flowerets gay, 

Beloved by bird and bee. 



Upon thy banks, Isis stream ! 

IVe lingered many a day, 
Till golden evening's parting beam 

Died into sombre gray ; 



And np long reaches glimmering dark 
Have seen the moonbeams quiver; 

And heard with even stroke the bark 
Bush onward np the river. 



And I have seen bright faces fair 
Glide past in curtained boat, 

Sun-sheltered in the summer air, 
A fairy band afloat. 



And I have heard the deafening roar 

That tells of struggle won, 
What time the eights from Iffley's shore 

Leap forth at sound of gun. 
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Alas ! another sight hath been, 
stream ! thy banks upon ; 

A pitiful, a tearful scene, 
To be remembered long. 

A plank on which there rests a form, 
Whose dank wet garments cling 

Close to the limbs, still almost warm ; 
A crowd drawn in a ring. 

Cover that face with canvas shroud. 
And bear that form away ; 

Let silence settle on the crowd, 
As on they wend their way. 

Ah me ! a gallant manly heart 
Is chilled by Death's embrace. 

Lift up the bier, and onward start : 
Cover that pallid face. 



Trin. Coll. C. T. 




^eat^ of ^omiparte. 



j ^j^ g Tbe furious blasts of huaveu groan ; 

Long thonderiugs shake the firmament; 
Sy lightaiugs dread the air is rent, 
And all the azure blue is fied : 
Earth's mightiesit warrior is dead! 



The little birds forget their song. 
As through the sky they skim along. 
Except the sea-mewa on the shore. 
That shriek above the tempcat-roar ; 
The mournful cypress bows her head: 
Earth's mightiest -warrior is dead ! 
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Helena's isle ! be long my lot 

To wander round thy hallowed spot ! 

With him I fought, and when he died 

I stood his dying bed beside. 

Now all is o'er — the dart is sped — 

And earth's great warrior is dead. 



Exeter Coll. 



P. W. L. 




v^ 
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TALE of love that is ever new : 
The knight was bold tho' his lands were few, 
And the maiden vowed to be ever true ; 
And thus begins my story. 



A tale of wedlock sad to be told : 
The bridegroom had wealth, though his days were old ; 
For needy parents have greed of gold : 
And thus goes on my story. 



A tale of sorrow — and who to blame ? 
A slighted wife — and a smothered flame 
Bursting anew — a whispered shame : 

What need to tell the story ? 



24 (pollege Rhymes. 



A tale of vengeance ! Woe the sight ! 
The headless corpse of a gallant knight, 
Foully slain in the sweet daylight : 

The theme of many a story. 

A tale of vengeance, not that of man : 
A lady for hurial fair and wan ; 
The death-bed scene of a grim old man : 
Each villager knew the story. 

A tule of a headless horseman at night 
Riding in chase of a lady white, 
'Mid groans as of a dying wight. 

And this is the end of my story. 

Exeter Coll. 'Ovrtr. 
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)AY mortal flesh and blood prevail 
To know the love that Alls the soul, 
Or more than see in part the whole 
That lies ensconced behind the veil ? 




Or is it vain to seek the good 
What time our prison shuts us in, 
And those few rays that entrance win 

But make its darkness understood ? 



'Tis known in Heaven we could not bear 
The glory of the sum of things ; 
So beauty but its shadow flings, 

A phantom of its brightness there. 
TOL. Yin. 
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Yet scorn not fair things of the earth ; 

Wild poet, wake not from thy dream ; 

Perchance thou art not wrong to deem 
That heavenly beauty gives them birth. 

So muse on Her at gentle even, 
And wander by thy streamlet still, 
While shadows lengthen down the hill. 

And glory fills the western heaven. 

OxoN. E. 




j^Criabm. 



lXfr<^«p." — Eur. Hipp. 




*ER Naxos' grape-wreathed isle, the dying sun 
Flooded with tender light upland and lea, 
And soft the sea in multitudinous waves 
Bippled with sheeny laughter as it rose 
And fell, like passion in a woman's hreast. 
The thrilling lay of song-birds charmed the ear — 
Echoes of fairy land. — ^The seaman's hymn 
Heated fiill solemnly the waves along : 
And sun-burnt Thestylis his Paean sang, 
Of love and rural happiness, the while 
That coy Weeera, hiding deep her flame 
'Neath her breast's sanctuary, weaved a crown— 

VOL. vni. c 2 
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Blush-rose and timid lilies — for the brow 

Of that dear shepherd boy, her first of men ; 

And all the isle was happy save for one. 

To all save one those Naxian groves were green. 

A love-lorn lady, with sad pleading eyes, 

Who watched her Theseus' lessening sail, and strained 

A last long look, as reddened in the west 

The parting gleam o'er fast receding Hope. 

It sank, and from her bosom's penthouse rose 

Sob upon sob of bitter grief, and rain 

Of pearly tears, and '* Welcome death !" she cried; 

** For what is life to me — ^my Theseus gone ?*' 



Loud on the evening air breaks forth a chant 
Of gay caroUers, and the mingled din 
Of shawm and trumpet, with the festal hymn. 
Then fiill in view, the laughing Maenads trailed 
Their violet robes, and clashed their cymbals bright. 



'* Dionysius, Dionysius, ever laughing, ever free^ 

Leads the Fauns and sprightly Satyrs o'er the smiling 

summer sea. 
Maenads, with your hair dishevelled, and your glancing 

bosoms, sing 
Glory to young Dionysius, glory to the fair wine-king. 
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*' Dionysius, Dionysius, ever laughing, ever gay, 
Lord of all the purple vintage, patron of the joyous lay ! 
With thy locks ambrosial curling, Lenaeus, on thy face, 
And the smile upon thy young brow, rippling with a ten- 
der grace. 

" Dionysius, Dionysius, lead eilong the triumph brave ! 
Maenads, crown his head with flowers !• he will conquer, he 

will save. 
Fauns and Satyrs, chant your deftest in young Dionysius' 

train; 
Now from conch- shell, now from cithern, swelling raise the 

chord strain !*' 

Had Ariadne dreamed ? for naught but dream 
With all its soothing magic and sweet anodyne 
Of dark-stoled sorrow, could present the form 
Of him who, clothed with all a god's dread power, 
Towered like a king amid the rabble rout 
Of wine- stained Satyrs and Bacchantes wild ; 
And through the din of drunken minstreliie 
Bpake loud and clear : "0 lady, wherefore weep. 
And veil in mist of tears those beauteous eyes 
That should like sunshine lighten aU thy face ?" 

As when the storm is spent a witching gleam . 
Lightens in fairy splendour 'thwart the gloom. 
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Gemming with dewy pearls each glistering leaf, 
'Hid jubilant carols from the gladdened birde : 
So Ariadoe, brightening &om the storm of tears, 
Drew back the tangled maze of sunbright hair 
Which innged like golden sand her pate cold brow, 
And with a vorid of welcome in her violet eyes 
Greeted the lordly stranger, aikd the burden rang : 

" BionysiuB, Dionysius, ever laughing, ever free, 

Thou canst soothe the Zove-loni maiden, thou canst bid her 

burden flee ! 
Come let us twine the t jrrhic dance, let each one featly 

c to the castanets, while Hcsper gleams o'erhead." 



I. N. C. H. J. i 




Wh ^ani <^m. 




** you gods ! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts 

And snatch them straight away ?" 

Pebicles, iii. 1. 



JOGETHEE plucked we purple flowers 
"With hearts tuned in love's harmony 
To one sweet note, while all the sky 
Seemed bright and free from bitter showers. 




Fair was she then, my dear young bride, 

In the first May of womanhood, 

Eambling through lane and moss^girt wood, 
In days too happy jx) abide. 
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But now mine eyes with tears are blind, 
And little recks my heart, to lire, 
"While ever *mid the gloom I strive 

To touch a hand I cannot find. 

The sky is dark and lowering now ; 

Wliat matter if the rain-clouds pour ? 

I am alone for evermore, 
And so can show a stoic brow. 

Alone — ah no ! but not for aye : 
I dream a dream that is not vain. 
Her face shall shine on me again 

In lands where love can never stray. 

OxoN. M. 





^0famhr in i^t ^onst. 




.KK what the woodland voices say ! 
In this forest avenue, 
Where a death-revealing hue 
Oilds each tree with its own decay ; 
-^nd something mournful, something holy 
^tlost musiceil, most melancholy, 
i^unhurs greeting, murmurs adieu ! 
"What do the forest voices say ? 

** Eememher ! 
In our twilight of decay. 
In this mystic dim November, 
Oh remember our lusty May, 
And the burgeoning of our June 
Past so gloriously — past so soon ! 
Oh remember what we were — 
We that are so dim and sere !" 
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Some divine and voiceless longing, 
Thoughts mysterious dimly thronging 
Stir in heart and brain 
With a deep perplexed pain, 
While my looks entranced range 
Through those gilded arches strange 
Suffering their Autumn change. 
And a floating; odour faint, 
Dying leaflets' subtle taint, 
Dimly tells its tale — '* Kemember 
What we were, we woodlands sere ; 

Oh ! remember. 
In this wondrous, sad November, 
What we woodlands sere shall be 
When the sap and the strength return to the tree ! " 

Come not yet, thou storm-blast blustrous. 
Spare awhile those reliques lustrous 
Of their youth in verdure tender. 
Of their prime in glowing splemdour ; 
Now their Autumn's still surrender 

Yields to Winter's doom ; 
Soon shall death new life engeiider 

In their silent tomb. 



What mysterious recognition 
In the dying forest vast. 
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Wakes some slumbering intuition 

Of a future, or a past, 

Longing for renewed' fruition ; 

Of some beauty long since yanished, 

Of some music dumb or banished ? 

Strangely is my heart revolving 

Memories like a dream dissolving, 

Seeking in vain the long lost clue, 

In this forest avenue ; 

Where each saffi:on-tinted, bough 

Speaks with death-revealing hue, 

" Remember ! 
In this hour of our decay, 
In this solemn dim November, 
Such as we are, such art thou ! " 




«r 
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*^ Tho dead are in their silent gravei, 
And the dew is cold above ; 
And the living weep and sigh, 
Over dust that once was love." 

Thomas Hood. 




jHE year has come and gone, 
'Tis Autumn now ; 
The leaves the trees upon 
Now brighter glow ; 
And everything shines out in sadder beauty ere it go ! 



The West is all aglow : 

The dying Sun 
Reluctant still to go, 

His race though run, 
Still lingers od, as loath to tell, '* Another day is done.'' 
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The many-tinted clouds, 

In bright array, 
Gather in crowds 
Bound the departing day, 
As if toj^catch his last bright beam ere it has past away. 



Though all the winds are hushed, 

The poplar leaves, 
As when a>pirit crushed 

O'er its lost[^one grieves. 
Give a convulsive shiver as the golden Day-god leaves ! 



The leaves the'loveliest 

The soonest fall : 
The friends we love the best 
First hear Death's call : 
And yet we love them, e'enjfor that pcrhaps'the best of all ! 



The living mourn the dead 

With bitter tear, 
Bowing the afflicted head 
O'er the loved one's bier. 
Forgetting in their grief that be still hovers round them 

near. 
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Yet, oh ! the nameless pleasure 

In the ends of things ! 
When, following its lost treasure, 
Memory uppprings. 
As the swallow after summer spreadeth southward a 

wings. 

The thought my heart delights. 

That they who go before, 
Like distant harbour-lights 
13eckon us to the shore. 
And every friend we lose but makes us long for B 

the more. 

While those we love are here. 

Heaven seems afar : 
As in the daylight clear 
We see not the star ; 
But when the Sun has set, ah then how bright its 

ings are ! 



Teinity College, Oxford. 
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jT came, the stem imperious signal came, 

Long, loud, commanding, on from shore to shore 
** Follow, follow in the ranks of fame ! 
Ye hearts of chivalry, beat, beat to war !" 
Some thrilled, how eager for the cannon's roar ! 
"Oieir boyish blood, with expectation wild, 

In rapture tingling to the inmost core : 
°<>nie turned, but spake not, as on wife and child 
They bent a boding glance, or sadly sternly smiled. 
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Then the long night, the slow unfolding mom, 

The distant boom of the relentless gun, 
That, like a death-knell, on the breezes borne, 

Told the last hour, the parting moment done: 

The wild cheer echoing as, one by one, 
In slow succession up the dark ship side, 

Helm, bayonet glistened in the morning sun, 
As if to steel the warrior's failing pride. 
And drown that agony of hearts it ill might hide. 

Oh that hour's agony I — stout heart, forbear, 

If quailed the stoutest at a scene so sore ! 
Stay ! — 'twas the fervour of a mother's prayer, 

A son's last blessing ere apart they tore. 

And now they part, perchance to^eet no more : 
Part with an aching soul, a throbbing brain ; 

Now dies the plash of the retreating oar. 
The lands recede, and on the bounding main 
The soldier's tear may dry and hope take heart again. 

C. C. C, Cambridge. H. R. D. 
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S^RASSUS heri felix multos numeTavit amicos 
j^* Aat hodie Craaao nullus amicus adest. 

Quare ? CrasEua heri mtmmos censebat in arcfi 
id misero. tantilm nuao vacua area manet. 
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|HEN let her fancy flit across the past, 

And roam the goodly places that she knew ; 
And last bethought her how she used to watch, 

Near that old home, a pool of golden carp ; 

And one was patched and blurred and lustreless 

Among his burnished brethren of the pool ; 

And half asleep she made comparison / 

Of that and these to her own faded self 

And the gay court, and fell asleep again ; 

And dreamt herself was such a faded form 

Among her burnished sisters of the pool ; 

But this was in the garden of a king ; 

And though she lay dark in the pool, she knew 

That all was bright ; that all about were birds 

Of sunny plume in gilded trellis work; 

That all the turf was rich in plots that looked 

Each like a garnet or a turkis in it ; 

And lords end ladies of the high court went 

In silver tissue talking things of state. 
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MOP^AS T afi6p(pb)V ffVfiirXiKova ovtiparuiv 
ivTOLvQa TCLQ wpiv evtpiXeiQ dvaorpo^ac 
€h)^£v aZdig elai^eiy' fivrifiii 5' a/xa 
avrJlKBe XifjLvrjQt ^q eTreiTKOirei wore, 
ypvcrGiV yeyiovariQ l-^OvuiV KaKei tiq ijv 
^avXoC) KaraaTiKTOQ re ^offfioptpdc t* iSctv, 
kvvhpiDV ofialfiwy (l>aidijjiu)TdTU)v /xcra* - 
ica7r€t6' vTTvufhilQ t^ fiey e^yKaafiivrjv 
avTrjv ^vtrei^ijt toIq ^e (^atriKlKwv ^Sfiujy 
)(Xi3)/v vojjLl^ovff, die licotuwdr} TraXiy, 

OVap T t^O^eV 5)he hv(TIJ,Op(j)OQ TV')(£iVf 

kvvZpiov aheX(fi>jiv ^aiZLynttTaruiv /xtVa* 
Kol ravra KYjirotq ev TvpavviKoiQ ivfjv* 
fl 2' iy (TKOT^ irrrivffovffa XifJLvaluv j^odtov 
iyviOKEy Kaiirep S)V e')(ov(T ofiujg to irdv 
arlXPeiv ^acivdv Travra)^^ iririvai nXoKaiQ 
XevKOTTTepovQ opvidag ev ypvffeyLf^anpoiQy 
&irav re Xafiireiv Zairehov avdijpoic ')(Xi^aic 
Xidouriv w(nrep TroiKiXaic earefifiivov* , 
€iCfI yvvalKeg evyevrjg r* apiorcwv 
\6pog9 fieyav^fjg apyvprjXdraig t)0a£c 
* fiaKpriyopovv onrei\ovTEQ alviicrriplbtc* 

New Coll., Oxox. 



TOL. VIII. 



F. M. H. 
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P from the hidden river 

The heavy fog- wreaths rise. 
And creep and curl and shiver 
Beneath the lightless skies ; 




Ont-blot the wavering distance, 
And change the known and near, 

As if the world's existence 
Were dying with the year ; 



As if the earth were breal'iing 
The last strong visible breath 

That holds the life — bequeathing 
Her soulless corpse to death. 
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Gone is the distant spire ; 

The whirring windmiirs sails 
Spin formless in a mistful gyre 

That closes in and fails. 

Their boles in vapour hidden, 
The skeleton tree-tops wave, 

Air-poised, as, last- trump bidden, 
They rose from out the grave. 

Down in the white fog-ocean 
That floods the marish-ground, 

The herds sans sound or motion 
Are floating dead and drowned. 

The weary year is dying : 

And a weary wight would fain 

Die with it ; so defying 
The Future's hopeless pain. 

Triic. Coll., Cambridge. J. Addis, M.A. 
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H ! fair throughout the carven aisle 
Besounds the organ's melody. 
And weird drawn out in myriad notes 
Comes o'er tho moonlit lawn to me; 




It minds me of that happy time 

That once was mine : in hushed rapt trance, 
Metliinks I hear the well-known sounds, 

Poor beaten wanderer of chance. 



A silvern voice not all forgot 

Amidst the sad world's varying woes, 
A hand- clasp in that shady spot, 

Pair prelude to the world's harsh blowB. 
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Ah ! gentle eyes look down on me, 

In all true love's immeDsity ! 
There starts the scarce forbidden teap 
. For this poor wanderer's misery. 



In summer-tide the brooklet laughs, 

In faery music babbling by : 
The ^ew Year crowns with fresh green fronds 

Her baby Spring, so pure, so shy. 



And queenly Summer, laughing bright, 

With corn-flowers twined 'midst flame-bright hair, 
May sweep in beauty 'thwart the light 

With joyous reapers' grateful hymn. 



And Autumn to her death may fleet 
With hectic flush her cheeks aglow ; 

Dead leaves her only winding sheet. 
May lay her seemly form to rest. 



And hoar- browed Winter low may cower. 
And list for Nature's funeral knell, 

While all around the storm-clouds lower, 
And solemn tolls the passing bell. 
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The Buns may wax, the suns may wane, 
The moon's calm peace brood over all : 

It matters not, since I am fain 

" Mourir au Gite,^^ — to die at home. 

What matters now the world's harsh scorn ? 

* God's acre' still its door wide keeps : 
A bruised wretch, I still can crawl 

To where my sainted mother sleeps. 

' JItc requtes :' there shall not fail 

A solemn peace when here I rest, 
Deep sleep until the last loud trump, 

As pillowed on a mother's breast. 

B. N. C, Oxford. Gwtneth. 
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^S^^HE wild winds are BiD|;iDg 
^^1^ A funeral dirge, 

Their sad voices mingling 
In unison merge. 

Dark clouds rise up slowly. 

The veil of the night. 
They quicken the darkness. 

And cover the light. 



For the old year is passing 
How slowly away ; 

To-morrow will bring us 
A brighter new day. 
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Our years they are fleeting 

How quickly away ; 
No time for amendment, 

They hurry away. 

Up, sleeper ! Awaken ! 

Thy time draweth near, 
Thine hour is coming, 

It comes, it is here ! 

Bend away with the old year 

Thy sin and thy care, 
And for thee will the new year 

Its blesrings prepare. 

Oxford. Christabbl 




I 
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WOULD bear me 
l^ Where the still water witli its peaceful face 
Holds quivering shadows in its fond embrace, 
-^d branches bending o'er the silent stream 
Kiss with their leaves like lovers in a dream ; 
^ere no harsh sounds the tired ear displease, 
Save tlie small sparrows twittering on the trees ; 
^d the lily lies on the liquid breast 
Of the water, wooed by the wind of the west : 
Thither would I bear me. 



And how should I think me ? 
Should I marshal my thoughts in stern array, 
Or let them loose for a holiday ? 

^ Would cut the bands which bound thought to thought, 
^iid leave them wild for fancies to court ; 
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I would weave sweet wreaths of varied flowers 
And link them together for faery bowers, 
And fancies shall corae and lie in the shade, 
Whispering thanks for the shelter I made. 
I would dream of maidens surpassingly fair. 
With glittering glow of golden hair ; 
I would hear soft sounds of laughter sweet. 
The patter and pulsing of feminine feet ; 
I would catch the glance as it downward flew 
From black eyes set in a setting of blue ; 
I would feel the breathings of scented breath 
Hovering — lasting — yea, lasting as death : 
And lips red as roses would softly woo mine, 
And peach-downy arms my body entwine. 
Thus would I think me. 



ExETEB Coll., Oxford. 
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COMEADE tired was by my side, 
We wandered on a toilsome way ; 
He nursed a dark and sullen pride, 
But I was always light and gay. 

He said, ** What woes this path could tell !'' 
But I' sang — *' Tive la Bagatelle /" 



A dragon old, with teeth of gold, 
Rushed on us from the forest dim, 
My trusty comrade, true and bold. 
Drew his good sword and slaughtered him. 

But even as he struck he fell ; 

But I shrieked—'* Vtve la Bagatelle r 
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Then light and free, and full of glee, 
I left my comrade there to die, 
Now there was none to hinder me. 
Or vex me with his sullen eye. 

!Nohly my comrade fought and fell; 

I grieve not — '* Vive la BagateUe P* * 

A maiden fair flew through the air, 
My heart heat wildly in my hreast ; 
I said, ** I know that hlack Despair 
Is waiting for me if I rest. 

My soul's fierce anguish none can tell — 

I perish — Vive la Bagatelle .'" 

I might have fought : begone the thought J 

The time for fighting now is o'er; 

I have but gained the fate I sought, 

And shall be happy nev6r more. 
I know my road's the road to hell : 
I care not — " Vive la Bagatelle /" 



X. Y. B. 
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[E sky was dark, and the tain fell fast, 
As Sir Ronald galloped in anger past. 
There was rage at his heart, and fire in his 
eye, 
He was longing for fight and victory. 
"The sweetest music,*' he sang, "hy fat 
Is the angry din of mingled war." 



He rode hy tower, he rode by town, 
He rode o'er hill, and he rode o'er down. 
But never a foe could Sir Eonald meet, 
Save the angry rain and the driving sleet. 
And " Ah," he cried, in his rage and wrath, 
" K only a knight would cross my path !" 
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He rode by town and he rode by tower, 

And the sunlight broke through the cruel shower ; 

At length he came to a castle gate, 

And he sighed — for there he saw his fate : 

And " Ah," he sang, *' I would gladly die 

Por one tender glance of that bright blue eye." 



The sun shone bright, and the sky was blue, 

Sir Ronald has plighted his vows so true : 

And he smiled, as he looked on the soft blue eye 

That greeted his own so tenderly : 

And " Ah,'* ho sang, ** when I sought for war, 

I found a peace which was happier far." 

■ 
Christ's Coll., Camb. X. Y. B, 
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SHE night winds played with his golden hair, 
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K And his ringlets were wooed by the midnight air, 
And the flowers breathed forth a drowsy scent, 
^^Hiich stole o'er his face ere it upward went, 
A.zid a flower was blushing — ^the daffodil meek, 
Then laid herself down on his peach-soft cheek. 
-^ eglantine too, when she saw his rest, 
^^tled herself on his heaving breast. 
^e lay still — almost like to the dead — 
^ the fairest of arms was pillowed his head^ 
-^ud as he breathed a lily bent down 

To Catch at a breath as sweet as her own ; 

^d a wanton briar curled him around, 

^ if to bind her love to the ground ; 

-^d a rose bent over to take a sip 

'torn the purest nectars which lay on his lip. 

VOL. vni. K 
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Then softly down the fair flower lay^ 

Blushing and kissing her beautifol prey. 

The very stars bent to see if in truth 

The form that they gazed on was mortal youth ; 

And a stream sang his song in a murmur sweet, 

Then flowed o*er and gave one fond kiss to his feet. 

A cricket stopped on his beauty to gaze, 

Then chirped forth a hymn in the fair youth's -praiae 

And a cypress tree which sprang up nigh 

Bent o*er Endymion lovingly. 

The Moon looked down and beheld vith joy 

The beauteous form of the sleeping boy. 

She blushed, and hid for a moment her face 

In a cloud as it sped on its airy race ; 

For none so fair had e*er been seen 

By the cold pure silver-beaming Queen. 

She gazed on the youth as he took his rest. 

His flushing face — his open breast — 

Too fair for man, as a woman fair, 

Could it be boy who was sleeping there ? 

And as she gazed from her throne above 

She felt the power of the spirit of Love. 

Down to the earth docs she softly glide, 

Till she stands by the sleeping stripling's side ; 

Sho gazed once again on the fair youth's charms, 

Then locks herself in Endymion' s arms ; 

And her bosom heaves with a new-found bliss 

TJntasted before — a fervent kiss. 
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Unsated she snatcheth one more and one more — 
Her heavenly passion knoweth no law. 
"3fine," whispered the goddess, " and only mine 
" Is this fair form which I now entwine ; 
" Mine, only mine — none other shall dare 
" To love this form so dear and so fair.'* 
And with many a kiss, too many to number. 
She binds him with chains of eternal slumber. 

And Endymion still is sleeping at the foot of Latmus' hill, 
And the flowers kiss and love and curl about him still ; 
And still by night the Moon leaves her palace in the skies, 
And comes down to her loved one to kiss him as he lies : 
The flowers all guard their darling one in his eternal sleep, 
And oft when Sol is setting a tear of dew they weep. 
But none has ever found him, for round him everywhere 
The flowers have grown to hide their love with all their 

jealous care, 
'*^6y've climbed into his snow-pure breast, they've clung 

fast round his hands$ 
•*^eyVe bound their darling' to the earth with all their 

faery bands. 
°o there beneath his grave of flowers the beauteous boy 

doth lie — 
^dymion doomed to ever sleep, and doomed ne'er to die. 
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JH ! where are now those happy times 

When joy dwelt in my hreast ? 
'Like grass beneath the winter snow, 
My joys are buried long ago 
In the silent grave at rest, 
Within the sound of Christmas chimes, 

'Neath the shade of -the weeping willow. 



And here I come, long years to mourn 
What once my heart possessed,— 

Those hopes so fond, — those stars so bright, 

That, like as many sons of light. 
Have vanished in life's west ; 

To leave, ay leave me all forlorn, 

'Neath the shade of the weeping willow. 
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TFDmindful of the cold around, 

I rest on this old rustic seat. 
Yea, rest it is, calm rest indeed, 
Amid my blighted hopes, to read 

Upon their tombs my fate : — 
'* We all are buried in the ground, 

*]N'eatli the shade of the weeping willow." 

Our hopes deceive, for they can fly ; 

Deluding are our sweets ; 
But the sweetest hope of a brighter land 
Beyond where the silver clouds so grand 

Hide its brilliant golden streets : 
My hope ! I come ! for here I die, 

*l^eath the shade of the weeping willow. 

And thus it was the old man died, 

Beneath that hoary tree. 
Where buried lay his fond young wife, 
Companion of his happier life. 

And with her children three ; 
And now the five lie side by side, 

'Neath the shade of the weeping willow. 



Jesus Coll., Oxford. <J>lXfXirif. 
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jHE pleasures of life in the blossoming die ; 
And life is a fraud and the world is a lie ; 
Till we vanish in death, and are passed with a 
sigh 
From the currents of men that go circling by. 

But the bottle and bowl is a balm to the soul : 
Then, Hey ! for the barrel, the bottle, the bowl I 

"When the windows are loud, and the desolate wind 
Wakes echoes of sorrow in wastes of the mind ; 
When barren before us and vaguely defined 
Is the track of the years ; then the spirit may find 
In the bottle and bowl a delight for the soul : 
Then, Hey ! for the barrel, the bottle, the bowl ! 
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WTien the lamps have heen lit, and the wainscot is bright, 
And the wine flashes cheerily under the light. 
And all are together, and into the night 
Th.e bacchanal rises, there comes a delight — 

In the bottle and bowl a delight for the soul — 
And sorrow beside, in the bottle and bowl. 

For a year or two more will have scattered us all, 

A.nd the Autumn will gather, the yeUow leaves fall ; 

Strange voices from sorrowful distances call : 

^ life but a death, and is pleasure a pall ? 

Well, bottle and bowl have a joy for the soul, 
So Hey ! for the barrel, the bottle, the bowl ! 

1 suppose we must each to a destiny run, 
^iid sink to an end, like the light of the sun. 
^iid when it is finished and everything done 
"'-We is something that points to a prize to be won. 

Are bottle and bowl a delight to the soul ? 

Yet give me a reason, my bottle and bowl. 

°o when life lies behind us the clay of a mire, 
^"^^ the end we rise up to is nigher and nigher, 
^^^ the flower is withered by blast of desire, 
^^^ the hopes we had loved arc the ash of a fire, 

The bottle and bowl put a match to the soul. 

It blazes again with the bottle and bowl. 

Queen's College, Oxford. E. 
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lACH drop of blood ^-ithin each throbbing vein 
First stopped, then burned, and onward glowed 
amain, 

When I was in his presence, and my tongue 
Refused its utterance, and dumbly clung 
To my mouth's roof, and a sore sickeniug feel 
Throughout my fevered limbs began to steal 
Like unto sweat ; and, as a drowning man 
Sees all his misdeeds since his life began 
E'en as the water eddies round his head, 
iSo in a moment came a mighty dread 
And fear upon me ; and the sweetest fruit 
Of Hope's fair 'tree was severed, shoot by shoot, 
And fell, and was outcrushed as it fell. 
And then by turns I felt a burning hell 
Within me glowing, then there softly stole 
A breath of heaven comforting my soul. 

F. G. W. 
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ING, little maiden, under the boughs, 
Where the breeze is making a pleasant noise : 
Sing, while you list to a lover's vows, 
For your beauty has turned that poor head of the 
boy's ! 

Sing your blithe tune, 
For the beautifiil June 
Must fade and sadden and pass away : 
And the summer of hearts, 
Alas ! departs, 
Like the glorious light of this bright June day ! 



Sing, little maiden, listen and sing ; 

Plead, young lover, in tenderest tone ; 
For Time's grey wing will speedily bring 

Days when the sweetness shall all be flown. 
VOL. vni. V 
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Love while you may, 

For the happiest day 
Of youth is the season of love and tTune 

So your poet declares, 

Whose silvering hairs 
Are touched already by Autumn's moon. 



TOM HOOD^ 







^[-^ 



•^ 



•* The childhood shows the man, 

As morning shows the day." 



Milton. 




iLEEPS the child— the watchful mother 
Bends above her cherished joy : 
Tears, she strives in vain to smother. 
Flow as she regards her boy : 



For the moonbeams, gently stealing 
0*er the object of her love, 

Wake again the tender feeling : 
" Oh how like his sire above !*' 



Not a feature there beneath her 

But she likens to his own : 
There he doth the grace bequeath her, 
Which in him so fairly shone. 
VOL. vni. 
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DormaDt, till due time mature them, 
There his virtues find repose ; 

Oh ! to her may heaven secure them, 
E'er her widowed being close. 

May her eyes, before they slumber 
In the stillness of the tomb, 

See him ranked in Virtue's number, 
Honoured fill his father's room. 



B.N.C., Oxford. L. 
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ALLEN angel ! — broken-hearted, 

Turn thy tearful eye to Me, 
Though thy sins be past forgiving, 
They shall all forgiven be : 
In the hour of victory, 
I am come to plead with thee. 



'' Let Hope spring, as spring the flowers 
To the touch of vernal rain ; 
There is joy among the angels 
When the wicked turns again : 
Loving will thy welcome be. 
Coming home to Heaven with Me ! 
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" Wipe away the tear of sorrow, 
All-forgiven be thy sin ! 
Thou shalt see the gates of Heaven 
Open wide to let Me in : 

Thou shalt dwell again once more 
In the Heavens, thy home of yore ! 

"Fallen angel! — broken-hearted, 
Turn thy tearful eye to Me : 
I, the Lord of love and mercy, 
I am come to set thee free ! 

And my joy will perfect be. 
If I bring thee back with Me !'* 



Trinity College, Oxford. A. (?. 
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'S the first ray of sunrise streaks the sky, 

Flushing the slumbering azure of the night, 
So the first lonely thread of melody 
Wakes the still vaults of some cathedral high : 
Not lonely long ; anon the answering phrase • 
Is woven with the first ; and as more bright 
Fast following sunbeams break Kight*s murky chains, 
Till high Heaven blushes red with rosy rays, 
And "West to East throws back the flood of light ; 
So the oft-echoed interlacing strains 
With prouder sweep complete their mazy flight, 
Till piled-up harmonies can rise no more. 
But day must fade, and waning yield to night ; 
In fullest strength the chords are hushed ; and all is o'er. 



Queen's College, Oxford. 



C. H. 
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)HE joy of the mingled battle, the pennon's quiver 

ing dance, 
The dust and the din and the rattle, the gleam o 
of sword and of lance : 
What are these to a man who has never a cause to win ? 
To him who loves strife alone, surely strife itself is a sin. 



Repose on a bank of flowers, the sunny breath of noon, 
Peaceful and restful hours, the listless enjoyment of June : 
"What are these to a man who has won no laurels in fight ? 
Only he who has fought can claim repose as a right. 



\ 



Vain are the objects of strife ! Peace then, strive not at all ! 
Lost is an objectless life ! Fight then, if but to fall ! 
If despair or regret the weary heart should attack, 
The toil of a well-fought fight will drive the invaders back. 

X. Y, B. 
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** Comiptio optimi pessima." 




|S one endowed with mightier mind, 
With depth of thought, and strength 
of will, 
If nought avail his soul to bind 

To good, will work more grievous ill : 



As on some starless moonless night 
Shoots the red meteor down the heaven, 

And blacker darkness marks its flight, 
"Where the swift flash the gloom has riven : 



As if some hand too heedless mars 
The chords that fill the transept high, 

A harder, harsher discord jars, 

The fuller- voiced the harmony : ^ 
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So onco I loved ; and all the day 

Was bright with love and love's return ; 

Too quickly passed the hours away, 
And I was left alone to mourn. 

*Twas mine the ancient truth to prove, 
*' The fuller joy, the keener smart ;** 

Would I had loved a" lesser love, 
For then 'twere lesser pain to part ! 

Queen's College, Oxford. 
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WEEP for fair Adonis ; yea, all the Cupids weep, 
For fair A don lies dead upon the mountain steep — 
Lies pierced by a boar through all his snow-white 
thigh, 
" Yenus !" is the burden upon each dying sigh, 
from his ivory side black drops of blood fast fall : 
ose eyes beneath those eyebrows are blinded by Death's 
pall; 
-^H^ from his lips has fled the blush as of the rose, 
^^t still the kiss of Yenus upon them pallid glows — 
^ «Xe kiss with which she kissed him, and Adon knew it not, 
* ^i' as it died upon them he yielded to his lot 



A 
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I mourn for fair Adonis ; yea, all the Cupids mourn : 
See^what a cruel wound the fierce wild boar hath torn ! 
But crueller the wound within the snow pure breast 
Of Yenus when to his her glowing form she pressed. 

Alas the Cythersean ! Alas the fair Adon ! 
See/ Venus to his side has loving pitying flown ! 
And^as she clasps him to her, and round her Mr arm fling 
She lifted up her voice, and thus she plaintive sings : 
** Stay, soul, ere yet thou fliest: stay, oh! and grant k 

this, 
That^^may lean upon his breast, and mingle kiss with kL 
Ah ! thou, fair, wilt go down to the eternal deep, 
Where souls of mighty heroes for age and age will sleeg 
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g|«86UN8ET aliadows slowly flitting 
^^^ Past the windows of my room ; 
In my arm-chair snugly sitting, 
Half in aunshine, half in gloom : 

Tall elma, dark with leafage, swaying, 

And afar the summer sea, 
O'er whose waves a cool hreeze straying, 

Sears a pleasant breath to me : 

Such the scene ; and, as bright Heeper 

Sets his dgnet in the sky, 
And the sheep-bells ring as vesper 

Bells rang ont in days gone by. 
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To my desk now idly turning, 
Lift I fix)m their secret lair 

Some old letters 'scaped from burning, 
And a tress of woman's hair. 



Let me think ! This bold direction 
Can be none but I^ellie Yere's, 

And it needs no close inspection 
To descry old stains of tears. 



Well, no matter if she trifled 
With an honest love. I fear 

Many another heart was rifled 
By remorseless Nellie Yere. 



'Tis enough that I did love her, 
'Tis enough that she is dead. 

And that o'er the mould above her 
Never prayer nor psalm was said. 



This light tress grave Edith gave me 
Five-and-twenty years ago, 

'Twas a charm, she said, to save me ' 
From all sorts of worldly woe. 



Poor pale Edith ! Thy rare beauty 
Proved a fatal charm for thee : 

Sacrificed to so-called duty, 
"Wed to wealth and misery. 



Bah ! Why maunder ? Here's a letter 
From my school friend, Charlie Bay : 

Frank, free-handed, never better 

Lived and laughed through life's brief day. 



those glorious days in College ! 

Duty gave no other calls 
Thiui to cram sufficient knowledge 

For the narrow pass of * Smalls.* 



Then our deepest joys and sorrows 
Never lived beyond the day : 

Seldom thought we of to-morrows, 
Or the * ticks ' we had to pay. 



Well ! Those days are past and ended, 
Charlie Ray, the blithe stroke-oar. 

Sleeps where long his sword defended 
The torn colours which he bore. 
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I can trace the fnirows thicklj 

(Time's handwriting) on my brow ; 

Let me^bnm the letterB, quickly : 
'Tie a heap of ashes now ! 

B.N.C., Oxford. W 
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IN THREE CANTOS. 



AFTER THE STYLE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



^e^^ 
Tl^ 



or 



^tie scene of the following poem is laid in the immediate vicinity 

* t.«och Katrine. The view that unfolds itself to the heholder's eye 

^ U-earing the lake is at once imposing and sublime. In front soars 

^H-venue majestic in air, his crest just tinged with the setting sun ; 

^ i».is feet the lake reposes in silent loveliness, like an infant at rest. 

light is gradually fading from the sky, and the bright stars are 

nning to peep forth one by one from the dark vault of heaven. 

t fine old building yonder is Halswell Castle, the seat of the Hals- 

8. Its owner has lately left his native shore, torn from the arms 

^is youthful bride by the stern hand of warfare. 

eople and customs here described are intended to represent those 
'^e sixteenth century. 

CANTO THE FIRST. 

|aEP of the West ! awake thy silent strain, 
Thy measured cadence let rac hear again ! 
Though rude the hand that sweeps thy magic string, 
StiU let thy tuneful numbers round me ring. 
▼OL. vin. 0- 
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Castalian nymph ! descend with footstep light 
From vine-clad slope and ivy-mantled height ; 
Leave for a while Parnassus' wooded mount. 
Where laughing Muses crown Gastalia's fount : 
Touch but the key-note with thy skilful hand. 
The slumbering chords shall wake at thy commaz 
Then guide my fingers o'er the mystic maze, 
Till answering notes shall celebrate thy praise. 



The Northern Bear lowers dark and grinii 
Orion's studded belt is dim ; 
The forest bends with angry frown, 
As sweeps the gust o'er dale and down ; 
The verdant ash-groves sigh and weep 
O'er hill and dale and wooded steep, 
While oaks respond with deeper groan. 
To swell the dismal monotone. 



To yonder cliff with lichens gray, 
Where rocky fragments strew the way, 
And cypress boughs in silence lave 
Their foliage 'neath the murky wave. 
With caution tread thy onward way 
To this the abode of Gramaraye. 
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Its rocky sides are gray and old, 
The mountain blast, so chill and cold. 

Sweeps o'er this dwelling rude ; 
The Queen of night and King of day 
Refuse to lend one kindly ray 

To cheer its solitude, 
And smouldering fire, with sickly blaze, 
Enwraps the eye in tenfold haze. 

In sable garment, strangely dight, 
With eye that pierced the shades of night ; 
Whose voice could cause the verdant fell 
To fade beneath his fatal spell ; 
Whose mighty deeds were noised afar 

O'er rugged pass and steep hillside, 

Where sleeps the dew at eventide : 
Behold the dread of TJum-var. 

Before the giant calmly stood 

A graceful form in suppliant mood ; 
** A stranger, I,*' the damsel said, 

And meekly bowed her lowly head ; 
" Afar from this, his native shore, 

My lord conducts a foreign war ; 

Thrice twenty knights around him fight, 
With bended bow and spear in rest. 
And corselets on each manly breast, 

They fight the livelong night. 

TOL. Tin. o 2 
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" Oh ! show rac, hy your magic art, 
The form of him whocluims my heart; 
My inmost soul desires to see 
If still he lives, and thinks of me ; 
But, oh ! if Death, with cruel blow, 
Has slain my lord, and laid him low, 
Ko balm shall cool my aching breast, 
No word shall soothe my cares to rest.'' 

" Fair lady, set your mind at rest, 
I gladly grant you your request. 
But now, farewell ! the morning ray 
Is gently brightening into day : 
When niglit returns with dusky wing. 
And feathered songsters cease to sing. 
Then you shall see, by magic spell, 
The form of him you love so well ! " 
The giant silently bade adieu, 
And the lady vanished from his view. 
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CANTO THft SECOND. 

Fair was the flush of mom that tinged the sky, 
Fragrant the hreezes as they wMspered hy ; 
Bright were the dew-drcps on the flowery lea, 
Yerdant the foliage on each leafy tree. 



The larks aloft with tuneful lay 
Uprising winged their heavenward way; 
Each feathered songster in the grove 
Sang to his mate sweet notes of love. 
And Echo taught the silent fell 
To breathe the music of the dell. 
Such objects met the lady's view, 
When daylight smiled on Benvenue. 

Eetreating 'neath the hazel screen, 

The lady left this varied scene, 

Nor paused till Halsyell's castle gray 

Uprising, crowned the " Birchen Way.** 

There she was revered by all, 

Reverenced in court and loved in hall. 

Each faithful knight, with eager hand, 

Strove to perform each light command ; 

Beady to die by fire or sword. 

For Halswell's queen and Halswell's lord. 
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Loch Katrine rolls by Halswell's keep, 
"With placid waters, itill and deep ; 
The wanderer on its peaceful strand 
Might think himself in fairyland. 
There heathery height and steep ravine. 
Mantled with moss and eglantine, 
With Ben venue's gray peak on high. 
Seemed framed to charm the wanderer's eye. 



Each mountain traced its purple crest 
Upon the water's peaceful breast ; 
Each headland smiled with varied hue 
Upon that sea of azure blue ; 
The hawthorn with its blossom bright 
Was mantled o'er with snowy white. 
And osiers sprang from out the sedge 
That gathered round the water's edge, 
While, fanned beneath the mountain breeze, 
Scarce stirred the lake, scarce moved the trees. 



The dreary hours of lingering day 
Boiled slowly on their westward way ; 
Each rocky peak and craglet bold 
Were tinged with streaks of living gold. 
And deep beneath Loch Katrine's breast 
The King of daylight sank to rest ; 
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While from the vault of Heaven afar 
Shone forth the lovely^evening star, 
And silver moon, with feebler ray, 
Hose in the realm of dying day. 

The stars poured down their flickering light, 
The moonbeams pierced the shades of night, 
And downward cast a ruddy glow, 
Kissing the placid lake below ; 
The owl pursued his nightly prey, 
Fearing to venture out by day : 
On snowy pinion flitting by, 
He roused the wood with troubled cry. 

The lady sought her castle hall, 
Where sat her brave retainers all : 
The tables groaned with plenteous cheer, 
Emits of the country far and near ; 
While silver lamps, with kindly glow, 
Smiled on the merry scene below. 

Each knight was clad with robe of steel, 
With helm on brow, and spur on heel ; 
A steed for each stood ready dight, 
As e'en by day, so e'er by night : 
■A foe more stem, a friend more true. 
Ne'er lived than those knights of Benvenue. 
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Silence reigned in the caslle hall, 
Squire and knight and yeoman tall, 
Warder and howman were silent all. 

Their lady's voice to hear. 
Awhile she spake of her absent lord : 
Of his dauntless brow and unerring sword ; 
Of those who lie on the battle-plain, 
All wounded and torn, 'mid the heaps of the £ 
Of the waning pulse, and the failing breath, 
And the silent heart-beat, stayed in death : 

Such were her words of fear. 



Descending from the castled height, 
She flashed as a snowflake, robed in white ; 
And all alone, 'mid the silent air, 
Gently breathed this simple prayer : — 



Smile on my lonely way. 

Spirit of mght ! 
Lead me on tenderly. 

Guide me aright. 
Bright is thy starry crest. 

Shining above; 
Soothing thy kindly rest, 

Best that I love. 
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Smile on my absent lord, 

Tom from my breast ; 
Further his gallant sword, 

Queen of the West ! 
Hear, then, the prayer I crave, 

Mother I love : 
Hear from the western way, 

Hear from above I 



The damsel ceased ; but the plaintive galo 
"Was laden with the suppliant wail : 
*Twa8 whispered forth o*er dale and hill, 
*Twas borne along the mountain rill, 
Till Echo, 'mid the waving trees, 
l)ied gently with the fitful breeze. 



Ox^ 



OBD. 



H. S. 



IThe Third Canto will appear in No. XXIF,} 
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FEOM THE BUELESQUE OF " IPHIGENELL" 




^HENEVEE you're invited out to dine 
Yours be the coldest soup, the warmest wina 
May awkward waiters let rich gravy float 
Down the silk facings of your new dress coat ; 
Then when the ladies to the drawing room go 
May your fat neighbour stamp upon your toe ! 
May you be kept awake by feline wailings ! 
May hungry bobbies haunt your area railings 
And eat the meat that else had made your supper 1 
May you write poetry like Martin Tupper ! 
May you be out whene'er it rains or snows, 
And have no handkerchief to blow your nose ! 
May you be awkward, nervous, ill at ease ; 
Your trousers always baggy at the knees ! 



Mhtm ^atim* 




MISER, i Calcha ! ccBnatum ubi forte vocaris 
Frigida sint tibi jura, tibi tepidissima vina ! 
Busticior gremium novaque trecbedeipna 
minister 

Sordibus inversse lancis fsedetque oneretque ! 

Surgit pransa Chloe, abituraque Lydia surgit ; 

Tunc tibi vicinse pingoissima pondera calcis 

Incutiant calci ! primos invadere somnos 

FelinsB valeant, inviso carmine, turbae I 

Esnriens ineatque frequens csenacnla miles ! 

Sis Bayius, Calchae, sis Maevius ! ecce, foris es ; 

A.dversos patiare imbres patiare furentes 

(Neo sine labe) niyes, nasi grave detrimentum! 

Sis payidus semper, trepida sis indole ; bracoae 

Impediant lente lento curyamine crura ! 
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May your beefsteaks be tougb and overdone ! 

May no one notice when you make a pun ! 

£o ploughed in smalls without a second paper ; 

'J umblc and break your leg upon the scraper ! 

Then, when in vain to save youi*self you strive, 

Uay workhouse nurses lay you out alive ! 

Uay your shirt-fronts be badly starched and bum^ 

May your umbrella never be returned ! ! 

May every pretty girl refuse to kiss you ; 

May you die destitute and no one miss you ; 

Then let your skirt be strip t from off your £gure 

And made into a banjo for a nigger ! 




<Pur$e frjom " Ipblgenela." 93 

Sit semper male cocta caro, tua coena ; lopores 
Oranino sileat, spernatqiie epigrammata plausor! 
Liidibrio criticis sit mens tua ; deinde reversus 
Incideres scalse ; fractoque ibi cnire jacercs ! 
Dein miserum miserae luctantcmque irrita mimes 
Conducto imponant non mortua membra foretro ! 
Fullo togam maculet ! servet sibi, mutua si quia 
Sumpsit, seu baculum est sivc cndromis ! undiquc dur® 
Te fugiant hostem fugiant tua basia nyrapbse ! 
At morere, et nuUo sacrenlur funera fletu ! 
Tunc tua, qua gaudes, tua Musis dedita pellis 
Corpore yellatur, pulsetquo ea tympana Boccbar ! 

i.I^.C, Oxford. W. 
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Wn ^^emorji of J^LeWe. 

A SONNET TO THE "CHRISTIAN TEAR." 

)^EPARTED sacred Bard! thy "Christia 

Year," 
Plain footprints of thy journey heaven- 
ward, 
Here thou hast left behind, to teach and cheer 
That dearly lov^d Church, whose portals 

guard 
The flocks thou once didst feed, and stem ret 
Bobbers from entering in : we love the clear 
And clarion music of thy melodies. 
Sounding or conquest, or the tone that dies 
To whispers low beside the martyr's bier : 

For Faith's exultant song, Sorrow's complaii 

Dear Hope's forebodings, in thy hymns combin 

Kor solemn season, nor sabbath sun, nor sail 

Escaped the memory of thy soul divine : 

Thy Church speaks through thee in thy every li 

Jesus College, Oxford. ^^XeXtcc* 
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jRAW near and kiss me, tender loving wife, 

The last time in this storm-tossed weary life ; 
The morning breaks : the happy dawn is nigh ; 
Safe in thy bosom's ark how sweet to die ! 



'* Though fair my short life's Morning's early flush ; 
^nd quiet though sad Evening's sober hush ; 
Still sore the battle raged in manhood's prime, 
^When e'en for thought or breath there scarce was time. 



niiat maddening, selfish, headstrong race for power, 
8apx>ed my heart's love-stream, and hour to hour 
IKut added misery, whilst still I earnest fought 
or peace that came not, though with tears 'twas 
sought. 
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** Lost hopes, a ghastly train, encircle me, 
But faint amid the gloom I still can see 
A fair bright gleam, that silvers o*er the clouds 
Of grim Despair, amid his hopeless shrouds. 

" Dear voices, echoes of the faded past. 
Sigh their sad requiem : 'Ah ! fled too fast 
Hope's brightest blossoms, scattered on the breeze, 
Like dying bloom from off the linden trees.' 

** Nay, weep not so ! though dim with bitter tears 
Those eyes have cherished me through struggling years; 
And the true heart that's throbbing at my breast, 
Shall one day find with mine a peaceful rest.'* 



"With trumpet-blast the gladsome sun burst out ; 
The merry birds their roundelays did shout : 
Naught recked he then of day, or woman's love, — 
His soul hath winged its way to Heaven above. 

B.N.C., OXFOKD. S. 
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\PWN the sleeping valley came it — came the bias • 
tering bitter blast, 
Crashed down tree and hurled down crag, and 
hurling, crashing, onward passed ; 
rough the peaceful vale it yelled, and flew on faster and 
more fast : 



rst upon the passive ocean, ploughed it with a single 

sweep, 
Dughed a ridge of foaming furrows, ploughed them broad 

and ploughed them deep, 
€n for their seed of lives, ploughed them ready men to 

reap : 
VOL. vin. H 
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Hurled a mammoth vessel downward, seed unto the foam- 
ing waves, 

Cast a thousand throhbing hearts— cast them to their fur- 
rowed graves. 

Then it sweeps on, swelling ever, and its blast as thunder 
raves: 

Onward till it raging reaches a forgotten far-off shore, 
Maddened like a jnaddened fiend-man, frenzied with his 

fellow's gore ; 
And onward still it ra^es, with its thunder and its roar. 

Knelt a sun-burnt dark-eyed mother, bending o'er her new- 
born child. 

Breathed a prayer unto the "Wind God, prayed the Wind- 
God spare her child ; 

Looked the Wind- God on the mother, gazed the roarmg 
blast and smiled. 

Sobbed the mother o'er her first-born, clasped him to her 

beating breast ; 
Changed the blast his Northern fury, changed it to the wind 

of West, 
Kissed the mother on each eyebrow, rocked the wailing 

babe to rest. 

ExETEB College, Oxfosd. F. G. W. 
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;OVE ! that wast of Venus born, 
And of Yulcan, god of fire ! 
Nurst by Jealousy and Scorn, 
Guarded safe by warm Desire ; 
In Eden's fairy glades 

Didst thou first see the light, 
When the moon dispelled the shade. 
Of stilly night? 



Dwelt' st thou with the two first mortals. 
Ere they touched the fatal tree ? 

Com'st thou from the sun's warm portals. 
Or thy mother's foaming sea ? 



TOL. Tin. 
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When the summer's twUight plays 
With the sun's departing rays, 
And the ocean's whispering voice 
Bids all nature to rejoice, 
Or when Cynthia's shining car 
Dims the fairest hrightest star, 
And the amorous breezes toy 
With thy golden locks, fair boy, 
Thou dost love along the shore. 
Where the booming breakers roar, .. 
And disperse the creamy foam. 
By thy Psyche's side to roam, 
Gazing her sweet eyes into. 
Eyes of deepest purest blue : 
(Blue that veils the summer skies 
Sends its beauty to her eyes.) 

* « * * 

Or when the fervid sun on high. 
Hung in the vivid dog-star sky, 
Shines upon the twinkling flood, 
Then, reclined in languid mood, 
Where the spreading beech-tree's shade 
Shelter from the heat hath made. 
Where the cooling fountains play 
Through the livelong summer day. 
Listening to the linnet's song, 
Heard the verdant bowers among, 
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Nectar thou dost love to sip 
From thy Psyche's rosy lip ; 
And, the linnet's lay ahove, 
Sounds your mutual song of love. 

But when the later-rising morn 
Gilds the autumnal fields with com, 
Thou aimest at some nut-hrown maid, 
Eeclining 'neath the wheat-sheafs shade. 
Then from her young enamoured heart 
Drawing the yet warm- dripping dart, 
Transfixest thou some reaper swain, 
Uniting them, no longer twain. 

When harvest time hath passed away, 
And fogs close in the shortened day. 
When from stern Winter's frigid reign 
The blasts sweep o*er th' Atlantic plain ; 
When the fell tempest loudly roars. 
And foaming billows lash the shores ; 
When through the blackened winter sky, 
The stars put out, the storm-fiends fly, 
Borne on their comet-steeds of fire 
(To mortals bringing portents dire) ; 
When cruel frosts, of Arctic birth, 
Bind up the adamantine earth, 
When all the rivers cease to flow, 
Chained by the virgin wreaths of snow j 
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Then music in the fiie-lit halls 
Thee to the dance and banquet calls, 
Where all is mirth, and warmth, and light. 
And lamps victorious conquer night ; 
Still, amid all the dazzling glare. 
Love, burning love, is all thy care ; 
Piercing the hearts of maidens coy. 
Thou fill'st their breasts with amorous joy. 

But when the spring the days prolongs, 
And birds renew their vernal songs ; 
When, blowing o'er fhe sparkling seas. 
From warmer climes returns the breeze; 
This is the season of thy power, 
This love's earth- renovating hour. 



Thus would I live in youth with thee, 
Till love, and youth, and beauty flee ; 
Tlien to the cloistered calm retreat, 
And live in works for heaven meet; 
And when my death at last shall como— 
The messenger to bear me home — 
Shrieved by some holy-living priejst. 
Sink in eternity of rest. 

Exeter Coll., Oxford. P. W. L. 



TnOUQHTS OK A CHRISTIAN'S DEATH. 



^S]|S^ SOLEUN time, when heaven and earth, extreme! 
^^jgl^^ Of happiness and sorrow, bliss and voe. 

Draw nigh each other ! then the eager aoul, 
^^reathing the heavenly air, strives to escape 
^he trammels of the flesh ; and the Ihtil form 
Of human likeness, wasted with disease, 
^^renthea hardly in unwonted air, both prone 
^o yield lie effort last, jet loath to die. 



Sven as the upward-soaring heavenly lark— 
rihat bird of oil most like the human soul — 
lent up within his cage for many a day, 
Innde his captor'a house, almost forgets 
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His purer and serener native air ; 

And,, to captivity accustomed, thrives 

In the new element, and lives with song 

The winter through, more happy and content 

Than in the snow-bound fields. But when the Spring 

Unfolds the gentle Zephyrs &om her lap, 

And, mixed with breezes, scatters tender blooms 

Over the joyful earth, the cage is hung 

Outside the cottage door, and then the blithe 

And sweetly-tuning warbler gains new life. 

Breathing his long- lost air ; and twitting chirps, 

Twisting his plumed head, and finds his cage 

Is narrower than his wistful, wishful eye 

Can bear ; so struggles he his prison door 

To burst, or through its windows to fly out, 

More fond of th' outward breeze and freedom's air. 

At length the thin wires yield ; they twist and bend, 

And, bending, break, and in the widened gap 

Stands the bright bird, doubting his own release ; 

But, spreading forth his wings, long-time confined, 

He trusts his burden to their free support, 

Tet finds them strong ; and, tuning his free song, 

He dances up the ether, heavenward bound, 

Leaving his cage behind. Still from the heights sublime 

Prom heaven's threshold, where his flight is winged — 

Will he revisit that beloved spot. 

Where during winter's dismal starving times 

He found a warm abode. 
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So does the soul 
HVom her wan tenement of flesh emerge 
Unto the perfect life. During her stay 
On earthly soil, her beauteous-fashioned cage 
Us large enough, her home is wide enough, 
ZFoT her ambition : though her hope's long sight 
^iews the bright scenes beyond the sweeping slcies, 
IHer love breathes not the ether pure of heaven, 
> "Unmixed with earth's impure. But, when a near 
IProximity is felt of th' heavenly air, 
The soul grows stronger, and the flesh more weak ; 
IBrighter hope's visions are, and less unreal ; 

The mind kens more by faith, and less by sight ; 

Until the flesh grows dark, its windows dim ; 

Then through the glazed orbs, so motionless, 

The soul flies forth, reflecting from her wings 

A blaze of glory beauteous to behold. 

Ah ! will she not again come back ? come back 

To visit, not to dwell, amid the haunts 

Of her kind captive days ? 




^ ffll0t|^tr's JSIcanunt for % ® jeat]^ 

of l^tr J^0ii. 




IJ^ATE gave the word, the arrow sped, 
And pierced my darling's heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled . 
Life can to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dis^honoured laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 
My age's future shade. 

The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravished young ; 
So I, for my lost darling's sake, 

Lament the live day long. 
Death ! oft I've feared thy fatal blow, 

Now, fond, I bare my breast; 

Oh, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest ! 

Robert Burns. 




3Ebim J^Viixm^ 




(ATI, mors arcns, audita voce, tetendit, 
Tela animse partem corripuere mese, 
Eheu ! vita dabat commuiiia gaudia nobis, 
Ad possim vacuos cai-pcre sola dies? 
Immatura jacet, violatis frondibus, arbos, 

Quam silvis teneram stravit iniqua raanus. 
Sic cecidit vitse spes dilectissima nostres ; 
Umbra scnectutis certa futura mihi. 



Ecce ! super dumos nidum prolemque pcremptam 

Baud intermisso carmine luget avis : 
Sic doleo requies sic est mibi nulla doloris ; 

Omnibus ille mihi carior unus erat. 
Saepius horrebam diras mors ! vana sagittas, 

Nunc ultro opponam pectora nuda tibi 
Obrue me grata, misereus precor obrue ! dcxtrd ! 

Communisque animam claudat utramque quies. 



^^ERTON Coll., Oxford. 



C. H. W. 



"^ifaa "Wiiujia! 



^EISE, thou ransomed Queen ! 
"No longer bend the knee 
To kiss the despot's robe. 
Arise ! for thou art free. 




Lo ! through the veil of night 
Thy freedom's sun bursts forth, 

To light his homeward path, 
To smile upon his wrath. 



And jewelled Ocean dons 
The azure robe he wore, 

"When Venice he would claim 
As his bride in days of yore. 
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Thy palaces adorn 
With varied tapestry ; 

Unfurl thy drooping flag, 
Unfurl ! for thou art free. 



Xiet radiant gondolas 

Glide glibly down the wave— 
The softly-stealing streams 

Thy placid city pave. 



"When falls the clear cool eve, 
When sinks the sun afar ; 

^When song is heard on song, 
When sounds the gay guitar : 



Then let thy waters sparkle, 
As summer seas by night 

Break lazily in wavelets 
Of phosphorescent light 



But hark ! now distant heard, 
Vibrates the solemn bell, 

Chimes liberty^s new birth, 
Tolls tyranny's last knell; 
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And, wafted on the breeze, 
Swells forth the note of praise. 

From choirs that for fresh gifts 
Fresh songs of blessing raise. 

Then loudly pealing forth 

The rich melodious cries 
Of " Hail, our city free, 

Viva Venezia !" — rise. 

Bbasenosb Ck>LL., Oxford. H. F. 




im^t j^ttjjtl's 1B\it. 




[0 earth there flew an angel ot, the wings of monn- 
ing, 
Brightly gleamed his pinions through the silent 
air; 
■Myriad constellations, brow and form adorning, 
Clothed him with a garment wonderful and rare. 

^«wn he came fall swiftly, not a moment staying 

Till his feet he rested on a quiet spot, 
'Vhere — the while his harp to songs of gladness playing — 

Tenderly he planted a blue Forget-me-not. 

I^en he whispered o'er it, " Be thou here the token 

Unto mortal souls of Constaucy of Jieart, 
Bid them to know, though earthly ties be broken^ 

That there is a land where none shall ever part.*' 
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Soon there came a maiden fair as new-bloomed roses. 
And she gathers carefully that little heaven-sent flow< 

Takes it where her loved one peaoefally reposes, 
'Neath the gratefal shadow of a leafy bower. 

Then while he slumbered his dreamy fancies straying 
To a land where they united should for ever rest. 

O'er him she stoops, that little flower laying — 
There to sleep for ever— on her lover's breast. 

Oxford. Mitre. 
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I — 800. 



"Epwc ayiKare fidxay. 



STEOPHE. 




>OVE, invincible in fight, 

Wont the halls of wealth to seek, 
Love, who broodest all the night 
On a maiden's tender cheek ; 
O'er the sea 'tis thine to roam, 
Thine to haunt the rustic home ; 
Thee the gods resist in vain. 
Fleeting mortals own thy reign ; 
While frenzy worketh in the victim's brain. 
^OL. vin. 
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ANTISTEOPHE. 

Thou the righteous hast beguiled 

To unrighteousness and shame ; 
'Twixt the father and the child 

Thou hast fanned the wrathful flame ; 
Eor the charm that beaming lies 
In the peerless virgin's eyes, 
Conquers, throned with those above 
Who the mighty laws approve : 
For maj^hless reigns in guile the Queen of Love. 

Queen's Coll., Oxford. C. H. 







"J©abbala ^l^ango." 



GOLDEN LB3END* 




GH in mid air the laverocks sing 
Glad welcome to the maiden Spring, 
Across the dim brown moorland ring 
The Sabbath beUs. 



They chime of rest and quiet days, 
Of clouds ensilvered by the rays 
Of summer sun. Sure winsome fays 

King Sabbath bells. 



It rained last night, fair dew pearls light 
Gleam on great Hertha's forehead bright. 

E'en as she hears the tuneful flight 

Of Sabbath bells. 

VOL. VIII. 



i2 
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And as they are ringing 

Sweet angels seem singing 
A tunefol hymn in measured cadence deep, 

That melody pealing, 

My senses keeps stealing, 
And wraps my memory in a soft sweet sleep. 

*' Come, wearied, rest," they seem to chime, 
" Forget for aye your sin and crime, 
Repent ye while there yet is time," 

Sing Sabbath bells. 

Ah I Sabbath bells, whilst clearly ringing, 
Sad dreams of eld ye sooth are bringing ; 
While keeping time the brook is singing 

In yonder dell. 

In yonder dell the brooklet leaps 
To kiss the spot where dearie sleeps ; 
'Tis sad she cannot hear the talk 

Of Sabbath bells. 

Ring on, Sabbath bells! 'tis sweet 
To hear your echoes, though my feet 
Have strayed from virtue, and 'twere meet 

To hear the knell 
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Of ghastly death in that calm peal 
V^hich haply inay my pardon seal, 
While rest in my heart's core I feel, 

Dear Sabbath bells. 

-And when this weary life is o'er, 
^A.nd nigher gleams the tideless shore, 
XIow sweet to hear, amid the roar, 

Those Sabbath bells ! 



ORD. IdRIS. 




". / 



.^«:!l.. 



;©aIlBb. 




.STE, priestess, haste to Argos, 
For crowds await thee there, 
At Herd's shrine to oflfer 
Due sacrifice and prayer ; 
Haste ! for the day is waning, 
Why dost thou still delay ? 
For mortal none saye thee may raise 
The swelling litany of praise, 
On this most sacred day," 



The priestess stood one moment. 
And she gazed across the plain. 

All rosy red with the evening sun, 
But it seemed that she gazed in yain ; 
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For she sighed as her hand she lowered — 
The hand that was shading her eyes — 

And she looked on her sons who were standing there 
*' I must offer the sacrifice and prayer 
At Argos ere daylight dies. 

** I wonder why tarry the oxen, 

They come not, and I shall be late ; 
And Herd's wrath will be kindled, 
' And Herd's power is great." 

Then Cleobis gazes to westward. 

And Biton looks to the east, 
"Where a joyous throng all haste along 

To join in the sacred feast, 
^ut the oxen come not homeward, 

And the priestess is wringing her hands. 
And the young men whisper one moment's space, 
Ajid then they hastily hie to the place 

Where the sacred chariot stands. 



They yoke themselves to the chariot, 

And the priestess steps thereon. 
And her dark eye flashes with sudden joy, 
As she gazes with pride on each stalwart boy ; 

One word — and the three are gone ! 
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Now haste thev — no time to loiter, 

Xor e'en to slacken their pace, 
For furlongs forty must yet be past, 
Ere Argos* valley be gained at last, 

And short is their time for the race. 

^KTow half of their course is over, 

And Argos is seen below, 
As downward fast from the hills they run, 
Already tinged by the western sun, 

And cheers resound as they go. 

And now they are drawing to Argos, 

And greeted with loud acclaim. 
For the sons of the priestess have gained to- 
For their toilsome race o'er the Argive way, 
The meed of a deathless fame. 

Heated, and weary, and breathless. 

They halted at Here's shrine; 
And the priestess, raising her eyes to heaven 
Thus prayed to Here — ** To these be given 

The choicest gift of thine ! 
For these my sons have honoured 

Their mother with noble deed ; 
Then grant, Queen, that my sons may ha'v 
The best of blessings that gods e'er gave 

To children of mortal seed ! '* 
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A ringing shout of approval, 

In assent to the mother's prayer, 

Was raised as she entered the temple, 
From the throng that were standing there. ^ 



Another bright day is dawning. 

And flooding the world with light ; 
And the rays stream through into Herd's shrine, 
And show where two youthful i[orms recline 

On the steps of marble white : 
And the half-charred brands are smoking 

On Herd's altar still, 
And odours of sweetest incense 

The sacred temple fill ; 
As with footsteps softly gliding 

A woman approaches near : 
'Tis Herd's priestess who seeks to know 
What best of gifts that the gods be itow 

Hare her sons, who are sleeping heore. 



No dower of golden treasure. 
The buyer of earthly joys ; 

No coffers great, and no robes of state. 
Were laid by the sleeping boys. 
▼OL. vni. 
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Perchance with marvellous wisdom 
The gods their minds have stored, 

Or prophetic gleams, in celestial dreams. 
O'er their tranced souls have poured. 



She will look on their slumhering faces, — 

She looks — and a smile of joy 
Is on each young face, hut the living breath 
Will ne'er through those lips pass again, for Death 

Has stolen each favoured hoy ! 
The burning tears were starting, 

But she checked ihem ere their flow. 
She fervently kissed each pallid cheek — 
" Lo ! the best of blessings a mother can seek — 

That gracious Heaven can bestow ! 



" Oft have I heard unheeding — 

' Whom the gods love die young.' 
O'er these my sons let no tear be shed — 
(For from sorrows of earth their souls are sped) 

No wailing, no hands be wrung. 
When could a fairer moment 

Be found for my sons to go 
Beyond earth's darkness to realms of light 
Than now, when their glory had reached its height, 

And their life was yet &ee from woe?" 



/ 
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" Their hour of freshest glory, 

"Was the fitting hour of death, 
Their mother prayed for a blessing, 

And their bodies lie 'reft of breath !'' 

X^^NcoLN College, Oxford. R. B. B. 




▼OL. Tm. K 2 



fallen- 




NLY a scared white face, 

Framed in the gloomy wall, 
And farrows, where rain has cracke<f the 
paint, 
Tell of a woman's fall. 

Out of the hard fierce eyes 

Comes a wolfish cry for bread : 
They bum not with passion, nor kindle in love — 

Both have been long since dead. 

Is Heaven deaf to her cry ? 

Is earth but a hell begun ? 
She knows that the wraiths of want and despair 

Fly not with to-morrow's sun. 

Preaching is useless here : 

Tbrow ber your charity's dole. 
And pray, when you shudder to hear the blast, 

Christ's mercy on this lost soul, 

Oxford. Stella. 



^ 



!l§i0rfoag ^mixth. 



COMPOSEB IN A CARRIOLE 



: " Oamle Norge,"* Norsk National Air, known as " The 
Sardy Norseman*^ 




jLD Norway is the chosen land 
Of splendour " stem and wild;*' 
** Meet nurse" to educate by hand 
This here " poetic child." 
The usual mountain proudly swells, 

The normal torrent rolls : 
I don*t object to fjords or ^elds : 
I do to carrioles. 
Vol. Yin. ] 
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CHOEUS. 

This tale we tells across the fjelds, as down the roac 

bowls : 
H array for bold Norwegian swells, but hang their carri( 

I like the shoeless steeds Tve sent 

So fast and far down hill : 
Were they less lame and flatulent, 

I*d love them better still. 

gaseous little nags ! again 
IN'eigh like excited foals ; 

Bless Norway's maids and Norway's men, 
But curse her carrioles. 

1 like the little boys and gals 

Who call themselves Skydskarls ; 
No doubt their forbears all were pals 

Of Yikingir and Jarls. 
The very thought 's a trumpet call 

To muscular-Christian souls ; 
But cleaner faces to them all, 

And bum their carrioles. 

I like the salmon, when they're not 
Poached out of all the pools : 

I like the grouse that can't be got : 
Of course they're not such fools. 
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Like Homer's gods above, the deer 

Hoam in contemptuous shoals ; 
And think the very smallest beer 

Of men and carrioles. 



The fladbrod and the smdr* are sweet, 

Sweet is Bavarian beer ; 
I like the Throndhjem ** aquavit,'' 

I can't stand Moltebaer : 
But worse than these, or Norway's roads 

"Which justly ask no tolls — 
"Worse than her countless wandering toads 

I hate her carrioles. 



They work one's bear's-grease through one's shirts, 

They untwist all one's screws ; 
They make all kinds of subtle dirts : 

They play the very deuce. 
If Lok, or other northern fiend 

Were let right loose on souls. 
He'd drive his victims right on eend 

Away in carrioles. 

♦ Bread-and-butter. 
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L* ENVOI. 

One always chaffs one's best of friends : 

In fact one's qnite a beast. 
So here this cantilena ends 

With one true word at least : 
That all the way from Hammerfest, 

Far south to Christiansand, 
The men and women are the best 

Of all things in the land. 
But still we tells, along the fjelds, this tale, as on we bo^ 
Hurray for Norway's noble swells, but bum their carrL 



Ch. Ch., Oxford. R. 







T 



^t ]^0lgcarp at ^Kiom^. 




[T is the gentle Anicete that sits in Peter's chair, 
And close beside him he hath placed a man of snow- 
white hair, 
Wliose face with pure angelic light for eighty years hath 

shone, 
And whose majestic brows have felt the sacred hands of 
John. 



*Tis he, the saint of fruitful life, who keeps, as well he may, 
Tlie love he learned of old firom him that on God's bosom 

ley; 
IHiy brings he all this weight of years across the broad 

sea -foam, 
By no Caesarean will enforced to tread the streets of Rome ? 
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Though common love to Him, the Good, and faith in Him, 

the True, 
Keep Asian churches and the West in union glad and due. 
By differing rules they count the time when lienten fast 

should close, 
And Easter hymns rise up to greet our Life Who died and 

rose. 

And so two bishops, host and guest, fraternal converse hold, 
But neither dares resign the use bequeathed by saints of 

old; 
Enough for them the bond intense of worship and of creed. 
And more — of that which makes the Church one loaf, one 

flesh indeed. 

For Eucharist on Sunday mom the city's faithful meet, 
But not to hear the hallowing words from Hps of Anicete : 
He from the altar stands apart, and does but point the way : 
"Brother and Eather, take my place; be Rome's High 
Priest this day." 

Since Clement passed within the veil, what day in Rome 

like this, 
When e'en the holiest joy of all becomes a deeper bliss? 
One crowded scene of bending heads, of fixed and glistening^ 

eyes, 
While Polycarp shows forth to God the Eternal Sacrifice. 
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Ah! could they see, by prophet-glance, what few short 

years must bring, 
The welcome smiled on sharpest death for Christ his Saviour 

King, 
His martyr-flame, a Paschal light of Smyrna's Easter-eve, 
Might thrill with awe those loving hearts, but could not 

make them grieve. 

Anci when ere long that triumph bright was told from far 

away, 
It "bade the young of Eome's fair flock through life recall 

the day 
^V^imen childish palms received the Gift that bears each 

pilgrim on, 
^*^<^m God's great martyr Polycarp, who saw the face of 

John. 



XJniversity Coll., Oxford. W. Bright, M.A. 
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HEN I am dead, my dearest, 

Sing no sad songs for me ; 
Plant thou no roses at my head, 
Nor shady cypress tree ; 




Be the green grass above me 
"With showers and dewdrops wet ; 

And, if thou wilt, remember, 
And, if thou wilt, forget. 

I shall not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain ; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 

Sing on, as if in pain : 



And, dreaming through the twilight 

That doth not rise nor set, 

Haply I may remember. 

And haply may forget. 

C. G 
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i^NIAM posthac mihi luctuosis. 
Flora, ne condas numeris ; cuprcssi 
Neu caput nostrum tueatur umbra, 
Neve rosarum : 



Eore ccelesti madidus virescat 
Caespes, et crebri lacrymentur imbres; 
Sive securum tibi detur aevum, 
Seu meminisse. 

Inscium funus speculentur umbrae ; 
Inscium nubes pluvia lacessant : 
Audiam nee te, Philomela, luctus 
Ducere Toces. 



Quid mihi Sol ? quid tenebrse ? beatam 

Luce sublustri requiem fovebo : 

Sive securum mihi detur SBVum, 

Seu meminisse. 
^.N.C, Oxford. 



Naso. 
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Returned from Page 89. 



CANTO THE THIRD 




QUESTING from the lofty mountain, 
Upward springs the crystal fountain, 
Eising from its silent home ; 
Bubbling, gushing, leaping, dashing, 
Roaring, panting, heaving, lashing 

All its waters into foam. 
Just such is life ! as a trickling rill 
That leapeth forth from some verdant hill, 
Tiny and silent, yet never still : 
Impetuous youth as a reinless steed 
Rusheth on through life's flowery mead, 
Fearless and hopeful, at topmost speed ; 
But when once he heareth the ocean's roar. 
And the angry billows that lash the shore, 
He stumbleth and falleth to rise no more. 
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Deep within the giant's cell 
There sank a dark and mystic well, 

Cut in the rocky ground ; 
The bravest heart would there turn cold, 
If e'er so brave, if e'er so bold. 
To hear the ebon waters hiss, 
As they sped them down the vast abyss, 

With sad and solemn sound. 



From the darkness of the cell, 
From the blackness of the well, 
A mystic radicmce seemed to rise 
That cheered the lady's anxious eyes. 
What could it mean — that mystic light 
That pierced the darkness of the night ? 
Was it the glimmer of a star. 
Twinkling iBrom Heaven's blue vault afar ? 
Was it the shadow on the rock 
Of blazing pine or blasted oak ? 
What could it be — that sudden gleam, 
That waked the birds* aflBrighted scream ? 



Deep bathed beneath that genial light, 
The giant's cell shone clear and bright ; 
Ever thicker, thicker, thicker, 
Fell the mist o'er lake and river ; 
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Ever fainter, fiEdnter, fainter. 
Shone the moon o'er all beneath her : 
Ever darker, darker, darker, 
Grew the midnight air around her. 
Naught save the cell of Crramaraye 
Was lightened 'neath that sudden ray 
On rock and lake and wooded fell 
A pitchy blackness seemed to dwell. 



Within the cave was bright as day. 

Illumined by that mystic ray ; 

It flamed on sword with gilded haft. 

On stout crossbow and barbed shaft ; 

On gauntlet and greave and helmet proud, 

And dagger stained with the warrior's blood. 

The giant pronounced the fatal spell. 

And night o'er every object fell. 



At length the darkness cleared away, 
And daylight smiled with early ray. 
Far distant £rom her native land, 
Ear distant from Loch Katrine's strand, 
Tall mountains wrapped in mist and haze 
Uprising met the lady's gaze. 
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But look ! with what a loosened rein 
Those horsemen scour the arid plain : 
Why do their fiery steeds wheel round ? 
Why halt they, and why stand their ground ? 
To north, to south, on every hand. 
Surrounding them, their foemen stand. 



Silent awhile the horsemen stand : 

Then each shook the other's brawny hand, 

And swore that for right and their country's trust 

Their dearest blood should stain the dust : 

"With such words on their lips to the foe they rushed. 

It boots me not that I should tell 
How warriors fought and warriors fell ; 
Suffice it then that I should say 
The issue of that fatal day : 
Since that, in sooth, the gentle ear 
Of war and bloodshed shrinks to hear. 



The bloody strife is o'er and done ; 
Fought is the fight, the battle won : 

All nature seemed at rest. 
Forgotten, 'mid the heaps of spoils 
A form lay stretched upon the soil. 

An arrow in his breast. 
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And methought there came a crying. 
As from some one that was dying. 

Dying in the night : 
And the wind kept sadly sighing, 
Ever dying, dying, dying, 

Dying in the night. 

Again I looked upon the plain. 

The last time on that fatal day ; 
There the lady and her chieftain, 

Locked in death, embracing lay ; 
And my spirit sank within me, 

As I turned me from the shore ; 
But this cheering thought reyived me : 

Death can separate no more. 

Oxford. H. S. 
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A LEGEND OF THE BOUDDHA. 



Tlie writer has only thrown into a metrical form the original 
^S^nd, which so well emhodies the awful philosophy of annihilation 
"^^ despair underlying the Buddhist system. He hopes, at a future 
^®^od, to connect another and much more heautiful legend with those 
'''^i^tian thoughts which are the correctives of Oriental mysticism, 
^ of all other errors. 



I. 




[BOM his palace gate 
The Prince Suddhartha and all his trdn 
Went trampling away in royal state 
Across a noble plain, 
"With flashing foot and jingling rein j 
They went to spend a summer day 
And to sing out a summer night, 
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A score of forest miles away, 
Where woods unpierced of fiercer ray^ 
And flowers like a purple and golden sea, 
Fill with eternal delight 

The gardens of Loumbini. 
sweet those gardens spread 
With folded wood and bright parterre, 
And foaming founts in the Indian air. 

And shadows of trees 
That sleep and sleep upon the grass, 

Like shadows of boats on calm green seas. 

sweet the gardens spread ; 
And in music the waters pass. 
And the shadows of rose tree or fir. 

Or creeper blossom-starred. 

Are a delicate darkness upon the sward. 
That makes the sunniness sunnier. 
But a softer garden is youth, 
And more musical flows life's stream, * 
For the young encrown^d head^ 

Tell me in sooth 
If ye would- not dream the dream, 

If ye would not be 
By the forest-cooled and splintered light, 
By the silver moon of the Indian night. 
Where Himalayan shadows fall 
Upon the valleys of I^epaul. 

Would ye not speed the hours along 
And flush your cheek with the crimson wiiie. 
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And flush your heart with the wine of song ; 
And cool your cheek in the countless rose, 
Where the new-horn hreeze more humid blows,* 

And under palm and pine 

Look into beauty's s'tarry eyne, 
In the garden of Loumbini ? 



II. 



Suddhartha's car 
Is near the Eastern gate; 

He is like a splendid star ; 
And like light clouds round him wait 

The wave and flow 

Of robes of snow, 
Beauty, and strength, and state. 

Is there the thing called woe 
Among the ranks of the great ? 

Who wear the crowns of gold. 

Do they ever grow sad, or sick, or old ? 
Lo ! right on Suddhartha's track, 
A man who seems as old as the trees. 

His claws are curved and black. 
His thin long legs have bunched knees, 
He quivers like froth beside the seas. 
His blackened teeth like black sticks shake 

* '' Aura 8ub innumeris humida nata rosis." — ^Milton. 
TOL, vni. N 



142 (follege Rhymes. 

On withered bushes in the brake ; 
Like little serpents with pniple stains 
Stood ont his muscles and Teins. 

And Prince Suddhartha said 
To him who held the Jewelled reins^ 
" Who is this man that we have here ? 
His eyes are gummy and blear, 
His ropy muscles swell and break. 
His head is bald, his black teeth shake 
Like leeches in a rolling lake ; 
His thighs are thin, his knees are thick. 
He wanders about upon his stick : 
Is this a yice of his proper blood, 
A sore disease that follows the base, 
Or is it a taint of the golden flood 
That grandly flows through the hearts of our rac 

** Prince," quoth the Charioteer, 

** The law of our race is here. 
Sad and lone as he seems to be, 
Like a driyen leaf beside the sea. 
Black and sodden, that pilgrims And 
While the island-forests stretch behind. 
Soft green with light and singing with wind ; 
Like the dead wood of the fallen tree : 

So must it be, my lord, with all ! 
Your crowned sire, your royal mother, 

Your bride and kin in .the marble hall, 
Like the kin of any other. 
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Starred with gems and sunny with gold, 
Streamed with pearls, as the waterfall 
With foam-bells down its light-green fold, 

All must grow old !" 
Whereto the Prince replied : 
" weak and greatly ignorant, 
Their drunken song of pride 
In the summer days of youth who chant. 
I to whom old age awaits 
Why should I pass through yon gates ? 
Pleasure, and joy, and delight, 
What hath Suddhartha with ye ? 
Turn the bit with jewels bright, 
0, Charioteer, drive us away !" 
So Suddhartha drove not that day 
To the gardens of Loumbini. 



III. 



Again Suddhartha drove 

With all his lords to see 

The pleasure-gardens of Loumbini. 
The car is in a deep cool grove, 
And a. smile is round his pensive mouth, 
For here is the cedar gate of the South 
Through which he passed in infancy. 
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And used to float 
Away throngh miles of lotuses, 

As a sunny-sailed boat 
Through miles of green and silver seas. 
But what is this as he comes nigher ? 
A sick man with fever all aflre. 
His lips are cracked, his pale skin soiled. 
As flowers for which a child hath toiled 
Lie in his hot Angers spoiled. 
Now he deems that he tosses 

On a hanging wave that heaves for ever. 
And now his brain there crosses 

A desire of some cool river. 
Now he remembers and cries, 

" Oh, but this road of death is wild ! 
beautiful earth ! deep blue skies ! 

gentle face of my wife and child ! 
laughters, and hopes, and memories ! 

Oh, hard it is to leave ye thus !" 
** Why is he sick ? why dpth he fear ?" 
Said the Prince to the Charioteer. 

" Sickness, my lord, comes to all of us, 
Health is but a gentle dream, 
On a black river a passing gleam, 

And the herald of death is fear." 
" wise man seeing this, 
And what hast thou to do with bliss ? 

And what is bliss to thee ? 
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What, ho ! drive us away !" 
So Snddhartha droTe not that day 
To the garden of Lonmbini. 

IV. 

Again Snddhartha went 
To the beautiful garden afar. 
The jewelled wheels of his car 

Played like an exquisite instrument. 
Surely now he will enter at least, 
For here is the gate of the East. 
But lo ! they carry with bier and pall 
A dead man to his burial : 
Friends and kinsmen walk near. 
Then cried the Prince to his Charioteer : 

" Ah, woe to the youth 
That old age must come and beset ! 

Ah, Woe to the health 
That the fingers of sickness must fret ! 

Ah, woe to the life 

Continuing not in one stay I 
Old age, and sickness, and death. 

How sweet if you were away ! 
How sweet, sweet were this breath 
If old age, sickness, and death, 
Were chained up for ever and aye !" 
And Snddhartha drove not that day 
To the garden of Loumbini. 
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T. 



The Prince stole out at midnight. 
His aigrette of pearls away was tossed. 
His jewelled cap and scimitar bossed, 
Like flowers that idle fingers cast 
Into the river that roUeth past. 
In palmer's weeds he takes his way 

From the town of Kapila. 
And Poushya, the beantifnl star 

That shone when Snddhartha was bom, 
Shone out o'er purple peaks afar. 

Poushya, beautifnl star ! 
Shine till thou fade in mom. 
On silver lotus and blossomed tree, 
Shine o'er the garden of Loumbini, 

Shine on the summer sea ! 
Thou shalt shine on nought so grand, 
Wave of the sea, and flower of the land, 

As that encrowned boy 
Who holdeth truth more dear than joy. 
Who looks through sickness, and death, and eld. 

Till those dark rims become as glasses. 
Wherethrough true quiet is beheld, 

Precipitous mountain passes 

Girt with the mists of eternity. 
But leading on to eternal sleep 
Where life can neither smile nor weep. 
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Shine on, Ponshya, all night : 

"We will not envy thee, 

thoti beautiful star, 
Thy silvering glimpse from afar 
Of vave and flower, and blosBomed tree 

In lawns and pleasaunce of Lonmbini ; 
But envy rather the starry soul 

Seeking the central peace, 
"miile the troubled winds of existence roll ; 

Seeking not pleasure but peace, 
Where the drifting cloud called life doth ceaae. 



W. Alexander, M.A. 

Dean o/Xmiy. 
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j^E cannot see the world aright 
If ever walking in its throng, 
For cares that to our lot helong 
And passions dim onr partial sight. 




Yon star that shines in ether clear, 
Moving amid the nightly choir 
A. perfect orb of heavenly fire. 

Would lose its circle, shining near. 



Impatient, we too soon forget. 
If Fortune make our place a void, 
'Tis not that thought may be employed 

In proud complaining, vain regret : 



Retii[ement. 
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But see, in true perspective throwu, 
The Just, the Good, in wider spheres ; 
The working of men's hopes and fears 

In circles larger than our own. 



Its many tales the Past can tell 
Of heaviest burdens nobly worn. 
And great thoughts in the desert bom 

Of musings in the hermit's cell. 



XFORD. 



E. 




VOL. VIII. 



^irge of a "^ihing. 



^SW^HE fight waa ended ere the day was done. 
g Plj^ Betwixt the nearest mountains and the shore 
The barren level was.strown thick with dead 
And dying : and among them was the king. 
They of the foe nnslain had fled and lay 
Hidden in secret places of the hills ; 
And where had been the din of battle bow 
Was ulence; noagbt was heard save here and there 
A sigh of death or dying groan of pain, 
And the slow pulse of the incoming tide 
Behind, as it crept nearer to the scene 
And mixed its waves with little rivulets 
Of slaughter trickling redly down the strand. 
So sound save these, and a low wind that breathed 
Chill whispers from the mountains. 

Where the dead 
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Were thickest, lay the kisg. 

"While one who knelt 
TJp-bare his head, hefore him and around, 
Waiting his last word and his latest look, 
X>eep-grieyed and silent stood his lords of war. 
Awhile he spoke not, hut, as on a mere 
The sharp gusts of a fitful .wind will sweep, 
XDarkening the stormy surface suddenly. 
So ever and anon across his face, 
'War-worn and rugged with tempestuous years. 
Spasms of pain swept darkly and passed by. 
Sut at the last, as seeing that the calm 
^'or which he waited came not, nor would come, 
"With hard thick utterance, that forced itself 
XDespite of throes, he spake : — 

*' Heed ye my words r 
The corses of these heroes slain with me 
X bid ye take, and mine, and on my ship 
Together place us ; then beside the rock 
"Se wot of, o'er the depths that no man knows. 
Take ye the ship and thrust her through the side. 
That she may sink, and we may seek the depths 
Together, for together we shall feast 
This night with Odin — and my Scald the while 
Shall sing his saga of my life and death 
And glory." 

Without other word, as though 
In scorn of uttered anguish, and too stem 
E'en for one last farewell, the Yiking died. 
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But they fulfilled his hidding, and his corse 
With those dead Mends and foes upon the ship 
They placed, and thrust her through the side, and watched 
To see the end, and over them the while 
The ancient minstrel struck his harp and sang :^ 

" Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
YalhaUa, take his soul ! 

great in death, 
My king ! I sing for thee no dirge of tears. 
How dies a Yiking as he wills to die ? 
Slowly upon a couch overwatched and tended 
By gentle eyes and hands, in hours of peace. 
Like summer wind that breathes its life away 
'Mid tears of rain at noon ? By Odin, no ! 
Nor by great Thor ! nor by the terrible eyes 
Of Tyr the stem ! — ^He dies on the red field 
Or streaming deck — the tears that drop for him 
Are from the ebbing life of foes, wherewith 
His own doth mix : the echoes in his ears 
Shall be his own fierce challenge and his foes' 
Defiance, shouts of conflict, groans, and cries 
Of those that deal the death and those that die, 
The hiss of arrows, and the rush of spears, 

■ 

And the down-sweep of swords : and he shall see 
No tender faces softening all his heart 
To vain regrets and longings, but the wolf 
In foemen's eyes responsive to his own 
In battle-hunger and the thirst for blood. 
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So dies a Viking as he wills to die, 

So died my king ! and proudly shall he wake 

Where in new strength old kings and heroes dwell, 

Beside Valhalla's walls, and be with joy 

Weleomed ! for evermore in feast and fight 

To live again the brave victorious years. 

** Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul I 

Lo, the great ship 
eep-siinken now is rocking as in pain, 
8 though it were a thing of life and sense, 
Over whose heart the memory of the past 
Came with a sudden torture, now to know 
1?he near dark end of all is come. Not so, 
O vessel glorious ! glorious is the end — 
7hou art the funeral throne as thou hast been 
The chariot of his triumph to thy king. 
Xn this last hour he leaves thee not to miss 
Sis wonted presence : on thy deck, the scene 
Of his fierce toil of half a hundred fights, 
IHe takes his last rest and his longest sleep ; 
Sink proudly therefore ! 

Even so, behold. 
She sinks — ^her decks are level with the seas, 
Ihe suppliant waves run o'er to kiss his feet, 
I^ow they are mounting higher — still they rise ! 
Ihey climb above his kneeg and to his arms : 
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And now they leap to perfect the emhrace, 
And clasp him close for ever ! my lord. 
So still and stern, farewell ! My eyes are dim. 
Losing their glory, and in this torn heart 
Grief conquers pride that I should look ahroad 
Over the northern seas and miss their king. 

** Bark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Yalhalla, take his soul ! 

Upon the shore 
The stem high mountains darken slowly up 
To their white summits with the deepening eve. 
So o'er the proud hearts of these mighty men. 
His stateliest, his most peerless lords of war, 
"Who never bowed the head or bent the knee, 
"Who ever gazed at Fear with level eyes. 
And laughed at Pity, as those topmost snows 
Mock the warm sunshine that makes glad the vales ; 
Lo, o'er these proud hearts creeps th' o'ermastering gloom 
Of their strong grief, the ruthless eyes grow dim. 
Filmed o'er with mists that dull the wonted gleam 
Of fiery purpose : as they never drooped 
With toil or terror, sink the nerveless hands 
And lowering crests ; with pride they saw him fall ! 
As those white mountains when the sunlight fell 
Changed to a crimson glory, as with joy 
To see to such a course so grand a close, 
Then when the majesty of death was past 
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Grew grey and dim : so when they saw him fall, 

His chieftains, how they glowed o'er cheek and head 

As they beheld him make to such a life 

So great an ending — but, but noWy that end 

Looks coldly on them, for he lies so still, 

Still as the dead foes round him, and their hearts 

Grow cold within, and every leaping pulse, 

Stirred by that last wild energy of life, 

Droops in the deathly silence. Nevermore 

Shall he, their sun of battle, dawn again ! 

The old meridian splendour of the fight 

X' th' eventide of an eternal setting 

Xs dimmed away : the kingly golden crest 

Throned on the height of that far-gleaming helm 

^hich seen in onset like a trumpet blast 

"Would van ward call the rear, is lowered at length, 

"With glory yet for ever ; nor again 

Shall the quick lightning of his sword descend 

With ring and crash, and that loud battle-cry 

Xjike thunder, unto foes such sound of fear. 

To jfriends such warrior-music. — How they mourn ! 

Slather and king and chieftain of long years, 

To see him, hear him, love him — in the fray 

^Poremost, in council wisest, nevermore. 

** Dark-rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul ! 

Behold we send 
The great sword to its scabbard after fight, 
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So let the bones of him whose work is done 

Be tombed in the still peace beneath those w&vefl 

O'er which he battled. Grandlv rests he there : 

Over him far above, when storms shall roar 

Their stem familiar mnsic, he shall hear 

And smile as when of old his great heart rose 

To meet the peril that he loved — ^perchance 

Vikings anon shall meet their foes in fraj 

Above him, and the sounds he knew so well 

Shall echo down, and round him all the waves 

Shall redden with lost life, and in their glow 

His face shall seem to take a touch of fire, 

And his dim eyes to kindle, as his soul 

Far in Valhalla had returned again 

To such a scene ! But when 'tis peace and calm 

Jrom tempest and from fight, and nought shall stir 

Above him save the rolling of the tide, 

And the £resh breathing of the northern wind, 

There shall he rest content as in a sleep. 

Unmoved and silent as the circling rocks. 

And wave and wind shall be as those who make 

Deep luUing strains at night about their king. 

** Dark rolling wave, receive a warrior's form, 
Valhalla, take his soul! 

My strain is done. 
The night descends, and all my heart is sad. 
Sad with the shadows of the clouds of death. 
Chill with the winds of loss : I, who erewhile 
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Began with notes of triumph for my king, 
Would now attune my heart and drop my voice 
To this low moaning tide, and with the brine 
Hiat wraps him mix my tears. — It shall not be ! 
O chieftain sitting in the deeps, for me 
2^0 grand disdain shall curl thy lips — for me 
Thy scornful soul at Odin's hero feast 
Shall frown not ! Lo ! I smite the quivering strings 
Triumphantly again : and all the waves 
T'ake prouder tones ; and on the ocean wind 
CJlear voices caU me, ' Bard, go forth and tell 
tfhe world his greatness ! ' and through all my veins 
'-■J"he poet's mighty passion runs again 
mjke wine of fire, and proud of soul I go, 
glad at heart, to bid the nation hear 
ie life and death and glory of my king ! " 



Femb. Coll., Oxford. S. J. Stone, B.A. 
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K ^JsJis j3Jali<im«iB. 



[The foUoving is from a coiioua HS. diBcorered in tiie viinnilf of 
the Badcliffb Library, Oxford. The spelling haa been medemiaBd, 
the date of the eventa alluded to being, of coune, pnrel; coojectunl. 
— Ee. C. SP[ 



^IB^HE love-Bick moon was Bmiling o'er tlie quad, 
^^^ That glistered -with tlie freshly-fallen snow, 
Wherein the troc^ that scholars' feet had trod 

Hither and thither wandered to and fro, 

In mazy course and devioua enow : 
'Twas dlcnce now, the giddy throng had hied 

In hurried haste to sheltered nooks, I trow, 
"Where, safe from " Vice" *s prying gaze, they hide 
Till safe ocoBsion and conTenient time betide. 
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In yonder comer, 'gainst the Bursar's door, 

Piled monntain-high they raised a snowy mound, 
^th base emprise upon his head to score. 
And mew him up in solitary pound. 
Fenced with such prison barrier around. 
Ah ! fond attempt ! ah ! bootless enterprise ! 

Ah ! huge travail, with little offspring crowned ! 
Such virtue in the wily Bursar lies, 
To mock their cunning craft, and thwart their villanics.. 



it lustily be plied the Porter's bell, 
Nor yet to him the cowered caitiff drew, 

Lo feared the snowy missiles, truth to tell, 
'Which ever and anon at random flew, 
Till one at length the lanthorn pierced through 
^^ith crash that curdled scholars' blood with dread ; 

And, lest that vengeance should their crime pursue, 
^-^ liaste, I trow, they rushed and quickly sped, 
-*^iU each one nestled soon in shade his guilty head. 

-^^en issued forth, roused by the horrid din, 
Th' incensed " Vice," with fiery fury hot, 

^o wreak his vengeance on the midnight sin : 
iDeepite his pains the miscreants found he not, 
K'or soothly of their covert did he wot. 

"*^en to the Bursar, baffled in his quest, 
He called aloud, concerned at his lot ; 
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Bnt cheerily the Bnrsar him addressed. 

And thns made answer, though with fall indignant breast : 

^' The rillain scholars, pardie ! thonght to score, 

(For well I know at me their fell despite :) 
Thus then with swink they toiled to block my door. 

And pen me prisoner in my chamber tight ; 

Which thing I trow they've not achieved quite, 
Albeit their moil, as I will shortly show. 

To their confusion — ('tis methinks what's hight 
In vulgar parle a " seU ") — for, let them know, 
Another passage hence doth surely lead below." 

Thus spake the Bursar, and eftsoones 'twas seen 

By scholars all that other way was yet 
Ope to their foe, and they had foiled been. 

By reason that they laid a faulty net, 

Which loosed its prey, although with labour set ; 
For yonder by another door forth came 

The Bursar, and did sith their chagrin whet. 
"Ne more essayed they, but with conscious shame 
Eetired to couches chaste, sans guerdon and sans fame. 

Oxford. Jael. 



^eto ^otis from ^fo WixirtQB. 



Translated from a fragment of a ballad sung by Boman nurses to 
e cbildren of pagan parents, circa a.d. 100. 




jO, Saviour of the Capitol! here unresolved I 
stand : 
Hail, sacred bird ! direct me to some hospitable 
land! 
C) bid these flagging feet take rest and enter into peace — 
Say, whither shall I wander, thou spouse of holy geese ?*' 



** Seek, stranger, seek the topmost stair that crowns this 

lofty tower, 
Then turn again, and seek on earth the lowly modest bower; 
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Climb higb, creep low, nor diead to search through all our 

castle's space, 
Until thou come where beauty's queen doth hide her slxun- 

bering grace; 
Myself did once dimb thither, and I met an aged sire — 
Grey were his locks, and dim those eyes that flickered with 

fjEunt fire. 

'"^Now sacrifice to father Jove! now pray to heaven's 

high lord,' 
I said, — the hoary sinner uttered not one prayerful word. 
High grew my wrath — ^I burnt with zeal for Jove's 

insulted name-- 
I seized that false-souled Christian knave, to drag him to- 

the flame. 
No ! flame were far too pure a thing to bring him to his 

doom — 
The raven shall pick out his eyes — wolves' maws shall b^ 

his tomb. 
I seized him in my iron grasp — I griped his left foot fast, 

And headlong down the stairs to earth the craven sire I cast. 
* * ie- * 

** Kneel, stranger, pray to him from whose right hand the 

thunder goe^, 
That he may guard such ill from thee, and turn it on thy 

foes." 

Wadh. Coll., Oxford. Margites. 
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)HEEE days they played in sun and sliade^ 
Then Percy said — *' A lovelier maid 
At croquet ne'er was seen : 
This girl I to myself will take^ 
She shall be mine, and I will make 
For her a croquet green. 



'' She shall be playful as the cat 
That, wild with glee, upon the mat 

Or on the hearth-rug plays : 
And hers shall be the hat and plume, 
And hers the pierglass in her room, 

Where only she shall gaze." 
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TLns Percy mused — the vord yna said — 
How Boou poor Percy's colour fled ! 

She frowned, and — ah ! nnkiiid — 
The hoops, Qie maUet, and the ball, 
For >iiTn to bring into the hall, 

Was all she left behind ! 








[HAT do we, up so early, this May morn? 

Hath Health, the huntress, from some neigh- 
bouring hill 
Blown such a blast of her enchanted horn, 
That Youth forgets his slumber ? 

Gathering still. 
Quick eager forms the solemn pathway fiU : 
Pass Magdalen's portal, scale her endless stair ; 
Still spiring upward, like the lark, until 
Bursts on the sense the £resh cool matin air, 
And cheerful speech of friends abready gathering there. 



And oh, the rapturous beauty of the scene ! 
Silent and calm as some far fabulous shore 

VOL. YHU 



Q 
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Where never bark of mariner liath been ! 

Yet full of ancient life, and mapped all o'er 

With holy memories of the days of yore. 
. Dear home of towers, and spires, and musical chimes, 

And groves, and gardens ! — lovely evermore. 

Yet far, far lovelier than at other times. 
When first the bright-eyed Sun his orient pathway climbs. 

But turn ! — ^while we are dreaming, there hath grown 
A crowd about us. Lo, a tuneful choir, 
White-robed, bare-headed, — all eyes one way thrown : 
As erst men waited till the eastern fire 
Kindled the tremulous chords of Memnon's lyre. 
And hark ! — that well-known plaintive prelude o'er — 
Pive pulses of the clock ! — ^which scarce expire 
Ere soft as dew, amid the silence, soar 
Seraphic sounds aloft, and this the strain they pour : — 

To Thee, God the Fatheb,— Thee, 
All worship, praise, and glory be ! 
Thy hand bestows our daily bread. 
And that wherewith our souls are fed. 

To Thee, Jesu,— Thee, the Sow,— 
To Thee, alone-begotten One, — 
Who, for our sakes didst not abhor 
The Virgin's womb — our hearts we pour. 



Way ^liottning on (Magdalen iSSowett* ^^"^ 

When Thou upon Thy Cross wast laid, 
To God a willing offering made, 
The hope of life first dawned below, — 
Our joy, our only Satiotte, Thou ! 



To Thee, Holt Ghost,— by Whom 
The Babe was bom of Mary's womb, 
Both God and Man, — to Thee we raise 
The hymn of everlasting praise. 

Three in One, Who didst devise 
Such pathway back to Paradise ; 
This mystery of Love be sung 
In every age by every tongue ! 

-AJi^ you should hear it chanted ! — for the strain 
Urows weak and powerless fettered down to song, — 
lake a swift eagle prisoned with a chain, 
'Which else had soared the roUing clouds among. 

' Trust me, once heard, 'twould haunt thy memory long. 
That calm sweet strain ! And ofb, when sundered far, 
Brought low by sorrow, or oppressed by wrong, 
'Twould soothe thy spirit — ^like the evening-star — 

foretaste of what sweet things the songs of angels are I 

Now ring out all the bells a merry chime ; 

While the hoarse horn croaks forth, a league below, 
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The note which doubtless seems the true sublime 
To urchins straining might and main to blow. 
Eing out, glad bells ! and let the sleepers know 
That, while they slept, we watched the month of May 
Twine the first garland for her virgin brow. 
Then bid them rise, for 'tis the prime of day ; 
And lo, the young Month comesi all smiling, up this way I 

Obiel (about 1852). J. W. B. 



?- 



vN^ 
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THE TOICE OF THE POET. 




^E Muses, raise your Toices to the harp of young 
Apollo, 
Beat the ground in measured cadence, and your 
tuneful leader follow, 
t'or Pan is piping melody upon his syrinx hollow, 
To the people who in ignorance and rustic pleasures wallow. 



far off in high Olympus there is beauty, there is gladness, 
^fieauty here is but a phtgltom to vex the eyes of sadness ; 
1o the heart that has revolted against ugliness and badness 
C3omes at last the sense of beauty, but the nations call it 
madness. 
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There are voices on the mountains which are heard hut hy 

the raying, 
There are sights heside all fountains of nymphs their pure 

limbs laving ; 
There are mermaids in the ocean their golden tresses waving, 
There are sights and sounds and odours for which aU hearts 

are craving. 



THE VOICE 07 THE MUSES. 

Earth is teo old for us. 
Earth is too cold for us. 

Earth is too dreary ! 
Some who loved Beauty 
Have gazed upon Duty, 

And their souls have grown weary. 



THE VOICE OF BUTT. 

What is this for which thou longest ? 'Tis the phantom of 

a dream ! 
Leave thy couch, draw back thy curtains, look upon day's 

golden beam : 
Beauty is not bred on softness. Beauty is the child of Bight, 
Beauty sounds the martial trumpet, whispers of a glorious 

fight. 
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Lean upon a snowy bosom, and with languid eyes behold 
Wanton tresses streaming o'er it in a cataract of gold ; 
listen to hot passionate whispers from a heart as false as 

wine, 
Brink thy fill of sensual Beauty which thy lips have called 

divine; 
When thy soul hath leant upon it, heart-sick thou shalt 

learn at length 
Goodness is the heart of Beauty, and true tenderness is 

strength. 

Chkist's Ck)LL., Cambridge. X.Y.B. 





IN HEHOBIAU H. W. HOOBE, B.A. 
Coll. Eiok. Hoc. 



^^^AJX, victoi ! TI17 compeers 
laJmB Hare yielded to thy Bkill ; 

Hark how those ringing cheeis 
The athlete's triomph fill ! 
On worthier brows, a stra^le won, 
The crown of manly strength ne'er shor 



Fnll well too didst thon wear 
Grave Learning's nobler wreath, 

Threading the keen thin air 
Of Truth with eager breath, 



« 
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To pluck the blooms of varied lore 
And add fresh laurels to thy store.* 

Thine early loss demands 

A tear, yet Comfort waits 
Where Friendship weeping stands, 

While Hope no jot abates : 
designed, e'en thankful, we entrust 
Thy soul. to God, thy form to dust. 

Th' unfading Crown of Life 

Be thine — the third — the best ! 
God's gift when generous strife 

Yictorious stands confest ; 
Blest be thy lot 'mongst heavenly saints, 
"Where Love ne'er tires, nor Praise e'er faints ! 

And do we wondering start 

At virtues brightly traced 
On one fair human heart. 

By death so soon effaced ? 
Who love God, they His mysteries know ; 
All for their good He works below. 



Of. Eur. Medea, 823. 
VOL. Vill. ^ 
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Ah ! mourn not learning lost. 

Life's preparation gone ; 
First fade who promise most : 

What if his work were done ? 
If early ripe his Maker's lore 
Eemoved him to the Life abore ? 

Eain would a friend present 

This tribute to.true worth, 
For goodness richly blent 

With merit may give birth 
To kindred aims in other men, 
And so his life be lived again. 

ExETEB Coll., Oxfobd. M. G. W. 
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LITTLE wood, with fields on either side, 

And pastures covered by the innocent herds, 
Rose-lipped with light at mom, at eventide 
The nntrod haunt of birds. 



There woke the thrush his Ml-voiced matin song, 

And there the nightingale did most delight 
Her wail of tender sadness to prolong 
Into the heart of night ; 



What time the listening moon with world-worn face 
Paled by sad thoughts looked forth above the cold 
Dream-peopled valleys, where the shade's embrace 
Would all her rays enfold. 
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A foamless stream, in blossoms cradled deep, 

Flowed through the midst with a mysterious tone, 
Like loTO-lisped voices heard in summer sleep, 
That whisper and are gone. 

Above the waves and o'er each bush and brere 

The hawthorn hung her coronals of May^ 
Mushed like the foot of Mom when through the clear 
Calm heaven she takes her way. 

Daisies and violets laden with fresh dew 

Hid their sweet faces in the glossy green, 
Like children from a stranger, — and there grew 
The tall ash-stems between 



The oxlip and the cowslip : maidenly 

Beneath each lawny slope and sheltered bank. 
The smiling primrose with soft-lidded eye 
Erom wandering footsteps shrank. 



Kingcups in myriads, where the noise of springs 
Kose through the verdurous floor, shone golden- 
crowned. 
Anemones and hyacinths in rings 

Mingling were strewn around. 
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And 'midst the hazel-boughs, as half afraid 

"Winter would come again, the nursling rose 
Put forth a few shy blossoms in a braid 
Of silken leaves shut close. 

And lest the pure cool drops should fall too fast 

And bruise the tender brow of bud and flower, 
Chesnut and oak and elm their branches cast 
To catch the soft- voiced shower. 



B.N.C., Oxford. Y. 






ID me tell o'er the sands that lie 

Beside the foaming sea. 
Or bid me count the birds that flj 
Above the summer lea : 

Bid me to tell how oft the breeze 

Wakes murmurs in the lime. 
Or reckon up the golden bees 

That toil among the thyme : 

Bid me to count the drops of dew 

That fall each rosy mom, 
Or number the soft bells of blue 

That nestle 'neath the thorn : 

Whiche'er of these thou biddest me 

An easier task were mine. 
Ear easier than to tell in thee 

How many beauties shine. 

Thy rosy lips, thy gleaming hair. 

Thine eyes* enchanting spell, 
The charms that make thee, sweet, so fair 

No words may ever tell, 

B.N.C., OXFOKD. JEsop. 
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|IS eventidey the work of day is done, 

The shepherd folds his flock beneath the hill, 
'The ox is loosed from labour, Man is gone 
Bight weary homOi and all around is still. 
While o'er the Palm-tree city, calm and bright, 
Watches the star that ushers in the night. 

All, all is silent save the sullen roar 
That rises fitfully from Jordan's stream : — 

The winds are telling that the day is o'er : 
JjadsBa's hills stand cold against the gleam — 

The lazy vulture, flapping overhead. 

Sweeps southward toward the cities of the dead. 

And well men know the meaning of her flight. 
For where the slain are, there is ever she : 

And, loosed into the desert yesternight. 
The '* scape-goat" wanders by the silent sea,— « 

And shadowy forms shall hover o'er his head 

Ere quite his eye be dim, or life be fled. 
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Full many an eye has marked the carrion-bird 
As fieules her form into the evening sky, 

And many a heart is brooding o'er the Word 
That bids man send the ** scape-goat" forth 1 

And thoughts are busy with the promised day 

When Christ shall come to take all sins away ! 



Trinity Coll., Oxford. 
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<*THE BLOSSOM OF THE FLYING TERMS." 

Tennyson. 



Mtbitations at i^jt ^xtsbt Mm. 




iOR the first time — and the last time— 
This mom I roamed an angler bold : 
A grayling in the " merrie pastime " 
!• caaght — but oh, an awful cold ! 
And when at length I hailed a wayside 

Inn, I threw my tackle by, 
For beer, I thought, would suit my case — ^I'd 
Felt all day uncommon dry. 

TOL. IX. B 
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And as I sat and read the Standard, 

To while slow-footed Time away, 
My glance upon this item wandered, 

** Eesponsions will begin to-day.'* 
And lo ! I rose and left the Grove Inn 

In the slow-declining light, 
For my thoughts went madly roving 

To "No 7 Two-pair right." 



Again my fancy saw the water- 
Coloured sketches on my walls : 
" The Heading Girl," "The Soldier's Daughter, 
With heaps of nymphs and waterfalls ; 

And those arm-chairs — the dear old Circes — 
Where so many naps I took : 

Dear as that which moved to verses 
Charming Miss Eliza Cook. 



»' 



On the shelf stood Bohn's Translations, 

Noble aids to " Little-Go ;'' 
Then, in gilt, Smith's " Wealth of Nations," 

Which I always kept for show ; 
And a book-mark of dear Anna's, 

With a text of solemn Writ, — 
Neatly tied round some Savannahs 

Was the last I saw of it. 
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There, each morn, as slowly stealing 

Day broke into smiles again, 
I could hear the bell's soft pealing 

From beneath my counterpane : 
How they moved me — tones inviting ! 

Mentally of course I meant, — 
For I never could be quite in 

Time — so, ah ! I never went. 



Accents there I ground and vowels. 

Sapped at Latin prose — ^vain toil I 
E'en went so far as "moistened towels," 

Did at times the " midnight oil." 
But oil I found unpleasant liquor. 

Towels only used by fools ; 
So of this I soon got sick, or 

P'raps I might have floored the Schools. 



As I didn't, I changed my ways, I 

Ceased to grind, and did the spree ; 
Began to " Wish I was a daisy," 

Swore "What jolly dogs were we !" 
But life like this, you know, encroaches 

On one's time for work, alas ! 
So, though I put on three swell coaches, 

" Smalls " once more I failed to pass. 

VOL. IX. B 2 
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Adieu ! dear walls — my heart is bniniiig, 

With hallowed grief my cheek is pale, 
For ne'er again I'll swell thy learning-, 

Ne'er again swig college ale. 
Adieu I and may thy new possessor 

Love thee half so well as I : 
Leave thee not with credit less, or 

Less revere thy memory. 

Thus my thoughts went wildly roving, 

And I felt so sad and que^, 
As soon as e'er I reached the Orove Lin 

I ordered up more beef and beer. 
But first I raised a mighty tankard. 

All frothing high, and sparkling bright, 
Then — dropped a tear — and then I drank hard 

To '' No. 7 Two-pair right." 

WoRC. Coll., Oxpord. C. B. 



W^t Wirgin 'Widim. 



[written in early totth.] 
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IPHIGENIA. 




)HE last faint breeze that o'er th' ^gean's breast 
Barkened the summer's blue had died away, 
The Argive galleys took unwilling rest 
Upon the beach of the Eubaean b^y — 
Phoebus, in wrath, upon them, day by day, 
Beat golden fires. There was a flickering glare 
Prom the white sand — and ever where they lay 
The oarsmen's benches warped in the hot air, 
Till strong revenge, pent up, passed into mad despair. 
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Sometimes the chieftams sate beneath a tent. 
Sometimes they stretched them close beside the sea 
"WTiere lazy surges rippled up half-spent — 
Far off, the onter tide raised loud and free 
Voices of invitation. Silently 
The strong ones- pined, a-hnngered for the strife. 
"Why did the breezes linger ? — why had he, 
The King of men, torn them from home and wife, 
Sister and dark-eyed girl, to waste away a life ? 

Eut some strayed on and on along the strand. 
Seeking the shades of cliffs, nntil they found 
Some semicirque of beach, where either hand 
Great crags prisoned the echoes, and a sound 
Of choral waves filled rifts of underground. 
Where the spray left green coolness on the mass 
Of antique rocks on high, and tracery wound, 
Of delicate ocean- weeds, round bays of glass. 
And far aloft the chough on tardy wing did pass. 

There would they loiter, till the day-fall met 
Blue ocean with a mantle all of gold ; 
Then the immeasurable violet 
Kuffled like plumes, and, as it heaved, behold ! 
Eose and purpureal tints themselves unrolled, 
A copy of heaven's colours on the main. 
Eut who heeds nature 'mid those chieftains bold, 
As visions of far battles fill each brain, 
Longing to hear a stride of stormy winds again ? 
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Soon came the enchantment of the moon, and made 
The imprisoned waters sob like living things. 

\Vhy were the thousand keels of Greece embayed ? 
"Why might they never spread their swan-like wings, 
^And waft the hunters to the chase of kings ? 

AVhy before youthful eyes came battle-gleams 
H'rom central fires of heart-imaginings, 
Ilf youthful forms must fade in angry beams, 
by the Archer sun in his intensest streams ? 



So faring, day by day, the Argives hearkened 
Jf wind might stir from Strymon on the shore. 
And on the wan sands, memory-bedarkened, 
They heard the waters moaning evermore. 
But no wind stirred the weary sea-board o'er ' 

To rouse those summer-sickened hearts — anon. 
Swift as a well-shot shaft, would speed before 
Their aching eyes some wild bird's shadow, gone 
harvestless fields of sea, while they were left alone. 

Alone, with vengeful thoughts to feed fierce hate 
From poisoned souls, imtil, o'er old and young. 
There came forebodings, and a gloom of fate. 
Then, the stem lords of the dark ships among, 
"Weird strains by Calchas oftentimes were sung— 
Weird strains beseeming their malignant star — 
As the mysterious harp-chords, forest-strung. 
Touched by no earthly plectrum, from afar 
Bespond to angry hail or breeze oracular. 
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But part by part the prophet's rede was read — 
The universal brow caught from the seer 
Vague horror ; as one, coming from the dead — 
Murdered in some lone place — ere yet the ear 
Can catch his tidings, sends before him fear. 
Soon came the utterance : — " All our host must lie 
With its bloom withering in the sunbeams here, 
Its thousand masts all rotting. One way I, 
One way alone, foresee, king! — ^thy chUd most die!" 

Then the old kings send forth a dismal wail. 
And bend them on their staffs The oarsmen keep 
A horror-stricken vigil at the tale, 
And many lamentations, like the sweep 
♦ Of winds upon the water, smite the deep. 
But all day long, till rose the orb^d moon, 
Atrides paced beneath the frowning steep. 
** Surely,*' he thought, ** my path of life is strewn 
With dead hopes, like blanched leaves — I cannot die too soon 

" Yet worse than death, dishonour and the crime 
Of perjured, when the tide of after-days 
Shall wash my name on far-off shores of time. 
But how to sacrifice to any praise 
. My own — my little darling — every phrase 
Of love, in brief I On this hand, history 
Brands me for mansworn ; on the other, prays, 
With sweet low voice, my child about to die. 
Pleading our household gods — cradle and nursery ! 
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^* These things are all against me ; but I am 
INourished of Jove — a king — then be it so !" 
"What next he knew not, till he saw his lamb, 
IHis innocent, on the altar. White as snow 
Oleamed the young neck that erewhile scarce might 

know 
IRude touch of sun or winds. And she lay prone, 
folded in tinctured robes, with a long flow 
Of royal draperies — ^like a girl in stone, 
^se beauty chills the heart, so passionless, so lone. 

A bloody froth churned from her marble Hps 
Cruelly silenced, staining robe and cheek. 
As when a wounded sea-bird downward dips, 
With white plumes marred, and from its golden be&k 
Bubbles red foam with faint infantine shriek. 
So with the virgin victim. The old king 
Was fixed as in a trance — an old man weak — 
While all the past swift Memory did bring 
sea-like gulfs of years, sunlit yet billowing. 

He saw her landed on the shores of time, 
From that far world of darkness before birth ; 
He saw her in her dewy morning prime ; 
He saw her in her noontide summer mirth, 
A sunbeam on the hard unlovely earth ; 
He saw her as she was in kingly hall. 
Like a green tendril round some strong tree's girth. 
So graceful to his dignity — to all 
His mailed men of war a presence musical. 
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He heard the silver chiming of her voice, 
As when she wont to captivate the strong, 
Teaching rude hearts at wassail to rejoice 
With the strange spell of those to whom belong 
Utterance of music — bird-like love of song ; 
He hedrd her carolling high tales of old. 
Of gods, and war, and love, and courtly throng ; 
Some glad, some sad, while aye the proud and bold 
Hid smile or tear behind the chalices of gold. 

But still he thought : with father's eyes of love 
Anxious he gazed, as fathers gaze upon 
Children too fair for earth ; and still above 
Her glittering hair and brow, whereon the sun 
Had looked among the vines, an angry one 
Scowled goddess- wrath. And even now fierce eye 
Glared forth upon the sacrifice half-done, 
And bade the slayer forward, and arise 
And smite, that so the winds might free the Argosies. 

Smite! — ^they have smitten ! — ^and her young life flo^ 
That Greece might be avenged of him who stole 
That fair false lady. Then the tall ships rode 
Proudly the wine -dark wave, and Troy, their goal 
The warriors sought with hatred in their soul. 
Her heart' s-blood Artemis required to sever 
The chain that bound the sea-winds and the roll 
Of the free billows ; and so song for ever 
Hath hung a halo-crown upon that high endeavour. 
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3ut never more might old Atrides know, 
3y Pergamos of Simois, joys of old. 
Still round him, and above him, and below, 
Gathered a net of At^, taking hold 
Mesh upon mesh, till him it might enfold. 
And ever on the misty ways of sleep. 
Boiling like clouds, a form he would behold 
Dabbled in blood, till rosy mom might steep 
, and hills, and seas, the encampment and the keep. 



B.N.C., Oxford. W. Alexandeb, D.D., 

Bishop o/Derry. 
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IHEN other strains so sweet would seem 
To win a transient sway, 
^hen flee unheeded as a dream 
That flies the blush of day : 
That simple song with burthen low 

Shall linger on mine heart ; 
Dear " Effie" shall but dearer grow, 
Nor from my memory part. 



'Tis not that other songs are tame. 
Or other strains less sweet : 

"Effie" can richer memories claim, 
A link where hearts can meet. 
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Though she that sung, and we that heard. 

Are scattered every one, 
Yet, hearkening to each tender word, 

I scarce can feel them gone. 

And when, sweet melancholy reign, 

Fond Memory holds her sway, 
And for a while would cheat my pain 

With pleasures past away ; 
I hear that song that dimmed mine eyes * 

In moments, ah, too dear : 
Nor can my heart refuse, *mid sighs, 

One tributary tear. 

>VoRo. Coll., Oxford. C. B. 
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^||^£3, she was gone ! I sought ber cottage home, 
^T^ Where oft before, by her sweet Toice beguiled, 
^^7 The bouTB too swiftly flew : yet flying left, 

Within my memory stored, soft scenes of love. 
While Beoollection painted all again 
With Fancy's glowing colours on my miud 
The ftirtive glance, from eyes which softly beamed 
With aU the languishing expressiTeness 
Of fondest love, and golden hair, which oft 
With fairy ringlets touched my wooing cheek. 
And touching seemed to emulate the kisa 
That I had printed on her yielding lips. 

Sadly I entered, and her parents saw 
Half-mazed with grief, and with the poignancy 
Of this their sudden loss. Kor knew I how 
To pom upon their troubled minds the balm 



Of hope and comfort, but in silence still 

3 placed myself a chair between them both, 

JN'or dared intrude my own soul-rending pain 

TJpen their greater sorrow ; for I loved 

The fair deserter— oh ! most fervently ! 

IBut soon her mother, with a mother s heart 

Perceiving how I mourned the absent one, 

TThus murmured 'midst her sobs : " Grieve not, my boy, 

^Wliom I had hoped, ere chilling winter came. 

To call my son : for she has proved herself . 

All too unworthy of thy faithful love. 

But oh ! may Heaven's just retribution light 

Upon the soft-tongued villain who has urged 

Her to desert this home, and shroud in woe 

Its genial hearth, and hospitable porch, 

O'er which the columbine its wreath entwines, 

Emblem of confidence — her sweetest trait." 

Yes ! 'neath the garb of Mendship he had won 
Her simple love, who thought that she might love 
Sim as a comrade, while her heart was mine. 
Then, as the serpent with enchanting eye 
Beguiles its victim ere the fatal spring. 
And, slow collecting all its glittering coils, 
Not once dissolves the fatal spell, till safe 
It holds its quivering prey ; — so he displayed 
A treacherous charm of innocence and love 
In every look, till, having gained at length 
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The maiden's fond esteem, he slyly broached 
His hellish plot in heavenly language drest, 
And drew her half-unconscious hx)m her home. 



A year rolled on, nor had I found a trace 
Of erring Jane ; till as I passed one day 
Along the densely-crowded thoroughfare 
Of a large town, I heard a well-known yoice 
In piteous accents from the passers by 
Begging for alms. Yes, it was she ! but oh ! 
To find her thus ! In tattered garb she sat, 
Crouched at a door-step ; while upon her breast 
Hung a young infant, that with pallid lips 
Strove to obtain some nourishment from her, 
Whom want and woe had long impoverished. 
Few, few would recognise in that wan face 
The features that had filled full many a heart 
With Love's fond yearnings ; or the merry glance 
And mellow accents to his mind recall. 
Whilst gazing on that drooping eye which seemed 
To lustre dead, or listening to that voice 
That, choked with hunger, faintly asked for bread. 
No need for me her future tale to tell. 
Or how she sought, by my advice and help 
Guided and aided, from her parents both, 
Forgiveness for her guilty and seeking found. 
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But their forgiveness could npt mend the wrong 
That Time had wrought, that Crime and Poverty 
Had stamped upon her hrow, nor hlot away 
From off her now repentant mind the thought 
Of all her shame, nor soothe the harrowing pangs 
That darted through her, as her yearning eyes 
"Watched o'er her bahe, the pledge of former sin. 

Tremble, ye stony-hearted, as ye think 
Of aU the life-long grief and untold woe 
That on a woman's shame attendant wait. 
And track remorselessly her aching soul, 
Blasted by treacherous love ; and trembling learn 
To curb your selfish passions, nor to stain 
The brightest treasure God has given to man. 




TOL. IX. 




Vst broken ^Jmitwci. 




NGLISH halls with mirth were sounding, 
Music rang our cities through : 

English hearts with joy were bounding 
At the news of Waterloo. 



But one sat alone, the peerless 
Queen of beauty and of grace, 

And a cloud of sorrow, cheerless, 
Overspread her gentle face. 



Sadly mused that lovely maiden, 
From the joyous guests apart, 

For her soul with care was laden 
For the chosen of her heart. 
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But though grief her visage clouded, 

For the woe she wist was near, 
Throngs of thoughtless revellers crowded, 

Seeking her sweet voice to hear. 



" Sing ' The banks of Allan waters,' 
Anna," said the mirthful train, 

''Fairest of the Muses' daughters, 
Chant th& melting tale again." 



And she sang ; but ere its ending 
Fainted with a hideous shriek ; 

And her friends around her bending 
Saw she could not sigh nor speak. 



From that hour she seemed to languish 
Like a dried-up withering bough, 

And a weight of untold anguish 
Pressed upon her pallid brow. 



Eve brought no surcease of sorrow, 
Daylight could not ease her grief ; 

Weaklier grew she with each morrow. 
Death alone could give relief. 

VOL. IX. c 2 
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Soon came ships with tidings laden 
Of the living and the dead, 

Yet none dared to tell the maiden 
That her lover's soul had fled. 



But she said, *^ Fear not to tell me 
That my darling is no more ; 

Can the telling overwhelm me 
When I knew it all before ? 



" Saw I not my loved one dying, 
"With a face of ghastly hue ; 
And a blood-stained bullet lying 
In that heart to me so true ? 



'* Saw I not the moonbeams streaming 
O'er the scene of that dread fray : 
And the lanterns dimly gleaming 
On the evening of that day ? 



** As fell robbers were upturning 
Corpses of our gallant host, 
Saw I not them homeward turning 
From the spoil of him — ^my lost ?" 
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And now faintly and more faintly 
Burned life's spark her breast within. 

Till to heaven that spirit saintly 
Soared from out our world of sin. 

But who that has heard these numbers 

Will forget that bride so true, 
And her brave young chief who slumbers 

On the field of Waterloo ? 

N.C., Oxford. J.W. B. 
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[E three went forth on a bright May mori 
Down the stream with the gliding oar, 
And, past the rushes and willows borne, 
We plucked the lilies that lined the shore. 
No cloud came o'er us, no rain-drop fell, 

To cheat the Spring of its golden day ; — 

"We were not to blame that we might not tell 

How soon our sunshine would pass away ! 



We two paced slow to a dear friend's grave — 

The lightest heart on that glad May-day — 
For 'neath that stream, with its frozen wave, 

Death won the fight for his hard-earned prey ; 
With the wintry sedge in the stiff black hair 

We drew to the shore the form of stone ; 
And our bright smile changed to a vacant stare, 

Our ringing laugh to a sob and moan ! 



Stanzas. 3 

I — one — stand reft by the side of a bier, 

Where my only comrade is atietched in death ! 
His last friend's love, and the victor's cheer, 

Were vain to hinder the parting breath ! ' 
They are gone, and my life is overcast : 

So sharp may the foe's next onset be, 
That the silent gates -which the tw^n have passed 

May ope their portals to welcome me ! 
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Sisera, Sisera, what cause delays thee now? 
My aged lips are trembling to kiss the victor's 
brow; 

Thy purple robe is ready, a goodly feast is spread : 
Turn back, turn back thy chariot- wheels, and sheathe thy 
falchion red. 



" Is not the spoil di^Hided — to each a slave or two — 
To thee a kingly mantle, crimson and gold and blue? 
Why do thy chariot wheels delay ? now is the time for rest; 
With rosy gold the sinking sun is painting all the West.' 



Thus, seated at her window, the warrior's mother sang; 
When suddenly a cry of woe through all the palace rang- 

« 

A wail of hopeless agony, a loud and bitter cry : 

*' Our warriors are vanquished! the Israelite is nigh !" 
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Then came a mingled turmoil, a wild and horrid din, 
Ajid past the palace window the warriors hurried in ; 
N'ot as they marched at morning, with danciug spear and 

plume. 
But like a flock of frightened sheep escaping from their 

doom. 

The sky was hlack hehind them, and thunders rent the air ; 
They cast away their armour in madness and despair : 
Horses without their riders galloped along the street, 
And broken wheelless chariots entangled the retreat. 

One voice rang clear above the shrieks of misery and pain : 
*' The Canaanite is vanquished, and Sisera is slain !" 
Then louder grew the shouting, and madder the retreat, 
And wounded men were trodden down, and perished in the 
street. 

Still at her palace- window the lady kept her place, 
Though every drop of blood had left her horror-stricken face; 
And when the street was silent, when night reigned o'er the 

sky, 
Still sat she there in anguish, without a word or cry. 



Chkist's Coll., Cambriogb. X. Y. B. 
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I 




JHOSO hath seen some lovely maid. 
Round whom these varied beauties pi 
Mourns that such are seldom found 
To charm and gladden all around. 
But these, as sages truly tell, 
Heaven loves and cares for well : 
Takes them hence from trouble sore 
To dwell where trouble is no more. 
So in some garden plot we see 
The ground, from winter's chain set free, 
Smile with many-coloured hosts 
Of flowers such as Spring-time boasts ; 
With others, blown perhaps too soon, 
That should have been the pride of June. 
Then, if some unkindly galo 
The young and tender plants assail, 
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Oft the fairest and the best 
Droop and die before the rest 
(For they the most indulgence need); 
Yet it may be that such seed 
As gave the fallen flower birth 
Sinks within the softened earth, 
Which keeps it safe from heat or blast 
Till winter's storms again are past, 
And then imparts the quickening power 
To that seed to bear a flower, 
Which hereafter shall appear 
The glory of another year. 

Oxford. R, T. 
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^Vn^HE wind roared wildly roond the cot, 
g^^ As wild as wild conld be ; 

Old Elapie to her William cried, 
" pray for those at sea ! 

" 'Tifl twenty years ago this night 

That our dear boy was bom. 
why did he leave his childhood's home, 

And his parents all forlorn ? " 



Old Elspie heard, amid the storm, 
A movement at the door : 

They brought a covered burden in, 
And laid it on the floor. 
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"Why flutters now the mother's heart ? 

"WTiat may that burden be ? 
Why do the bearers silent stand ? 

"0 pray for those at sea!" 

They drew the cold damp swathings off, 

They left the features free ^ 
And Elspie saw her truant boy 

Stiff as the drowned must be. 

They buried him beside the kirk 

That stands beside the sea ; 
And "William carved upon his tomb — 

" O pray for those at sea !'' 

Ball. Coll., Oxford. Axfow. 
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jHROXJGH the churchyard, laughing, sing- 
ling, 
At the quiet evening hour, 

Came two children, homeward bringing 
Many a little wilding flower. 



Stopped they by a mound where lay, 
'Neath the yew-tree hidden low, 

One who laughed as light as they 
But a little year ago ! 



And one looked upon the flowers — 
Then looked in her sister's eyes ; 

And each, wondering, through her own 
Saw the other's tears arise. 
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Then they scattered o'er the grave 

All their little flowery store, 
Saying very sadly — " Take them, 

Take them — we can gather more." 

T&iN. Coll., Oxford. A. C. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 




GOWER. FLUELLEN. PISTO/.. 



GOWER. 

AY, that's right ; but why wear you your leelC^ 
day ? Saint Davy's day is past. 

FLUELLEN. 

There is occasions and causes why and wherefore itt ^^ 
things. I will tell you, as my Mend, Captain Go^^^' 
The rascally, scald, peggarly, lousy, pragging knaV^ 
Pistol — which you yourself, and all the 'orld, know to V^ 
no petter than a fellow, look you now, of no merits,-^^ 
is come to me, and prings me pread and salt yesterdsT"' 



sEbtm ^raaOSl^birrtum. 



rOTPIOX. «&ATEAAHN. TOSinAATHX. 

V 



IC 



roTPiox. 



«c 



AA£22 e^ei raur', aXXd /xoi rah* ai Xiytt 
rl Tode TO yfiTeioy (jfipeig kv lij Kvvy 
^^"Xjt XP^^ rriTeio(l>op£iy ae Trifxepoy. 



<»ATEAAHN. 



^^^* alrla tIq ivri irdai Koi vS/jloo 

. ^ &yf <l>i\6g yap eJ rv, juayvtrut ra^l. 

t f;^^BeipoicoiJ,i^OKOixTro\aKvOr]g ay{]p, 
• ^^ *>5*iraXn?c ovroal KokEvfiEvoQ 
^^^^ep^Q y' uty treoyt &c kuI 

^C re icii2 fialZay (fiipiay, vdi tov A/a, 
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46 King J^enny Y. 



look you, and pid me eat my leek : it was in a place wb 
I could not preed no contention with him ; but I will 
80 pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once 
and then I will tell him a little piece of my desires. 

GOWER. 
Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey-cock ! 

FLUELLEN. 

'Tis no matter for his swellings, nor his turkey- coc! 
Got bless you, auncient Pistol ! you scurvy, lousy kna 
Got bless you ! 

PISTOL. 

Ha ! art thou Bedlam ? dost thou thirst, base Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web ? 
Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

FLUELLEN. 

I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave, at my 
sires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, look y 
this leek : pecause, look you, you do not love it, nor y 
affections, and your appetites and your digestions d 
not agree with it, I would desire you to eat it. 

PISTOL. 
Kot for Cadwallader, and all his goats ! 
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Kat hii fjL avojye t6^€ to yrjTeioy <j>ayfjv 
'sroT ravra S' — ov yap crvj^cv uty TOrrjviKa 
icaipoc KoXaffdey — tovto ToX/iidab) <l>ipey 
dv T^ Kvyq, yifreioy, £U)Q ay tTriTv^ui 
TwS* ay^poc' elrey 3' oXlya yiy wapaiyiawm 

roTPios. 

Kai fxi^y oS' axfrdcy oy XiyeiQ, sltrip'^^eTai, 
wdSty KoX6Kvp.a9 Koi rawyioy /SXewwy, 

<»ATEAAHN. 

Ov fioi fuXei KoXoKvuaruiy t£ Kal rawy — 

(5 To^liraXra, X^^P^* ''cijiapx' &y€p 

Xaip' <i) KCLKiffTOy icipaddg, w (j>OeipCiy Tpo<^€V — - 

TOSinAATOX. 

^il Ztv ! fiifxriyag, i ^pvydy a*i(rxierr' &ytp ; 
fiovXei (TV tf)T^ kiarriviaiti Moipdy Xlyoy; 
SiriO' kiarddtay, vtto KpofjLjjivwy wpaKid. 

<»ATEAAHN. 

Mo At oIjk cywvya, tovto yap 'xprid^b) aidey' 
^ Xyg (payrjy rv, <I>IX€, to yiiTtioy Toll ; 
^yoiQ ay, d 00e(/od)^ec wy KiyadoSt raxa; 
diofiai, TTorairoJ, KiLyTifioXo), Kal XlTTojjiaif 
hdbtytK ov <l>tXeiQ t6K, ovd* fi KOiXla, 
ob^ aZ pw^aatly p<;^lu)Q iydelc diXelg, 
ToBdfveK toy TOi raura noTracrau) <l>ayfjy, 

TOSinAATHS. 

Mo AC oi/K ay, ov^ ei fjH ahroe Alyucdprie yiputy, 
aimnai toIq Tpdyoiai, rovr' &ywy€y ay, 
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FLUELLEN. 

There is one goat for you. — Will you be so goot, 6<^^^ 
knave, as eat it ? 

PISTOL. 

Base Trojan ! thou shalt die. 

FLUELLEN". 

You say very true, scald knave, — when Got's will is : put 
I will desire you to live in the mean time, and eat youT 
victuals; come — there is sauce for it. You called me 
yesterday '* mountain squire ;" put I will make you to- 
day a s(juire of low degree. I pray you, fall to ; if you 

can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. ; 

I 
GOWER. ! 

Enough, captain ; you have astonished him. i 

FLUELLEN. 

I say, I will make him eat some part of my leek, or I 
will peat his pate four days. — Pite, I pray you ; it is good 
for your green wound, and your ploody coxcomb. 

SWA¥«PBABB> 
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«&ATEAAHN. 
aib)y rpayoiQ &v, T^de rq, it\a y^ ^a/jelc* 

TOSinAATHX. 

-At, at* redvfiZsiQf Z ^pvyofy at^tor* &yep, 

0ATEAAHN. 

Eywvya icairreJc 0a/xi — )^)) yap J5v 6av^i' 
«ii ro* 0eol 6£\wvr*' rovr' ev olh' otl' 
tt; ^* toy jiETa^v Zei piwvai, koI (payrjy 
xa (TtT\ k(f olc J^vv Xa/Se ri/ Tovxpoy KovdvXov 
"^Ol^oq TV y elireg avhp 6pei(]aTr}v efxi, 
^f\(Tta TV y av^pa aafiiepoy '^a^anrETii* 
Tpwyoiq ay \ eI yrireia KarayeX^y ^virj 
«wic i(rB^ OKfjiQ oh ^ei tv yrjreiojy Tpayrjy* 

roTPios. 
rLaUffai, (pipicrre, Tovroy EKTrXrj^ae &Xic» * 

*ATEAAHN. 

Ma TOy A/' oh ^fjr, oh yap icrO^ okljq odl 
ov Tov^e ddTToy fioi (payeiTat* ke'i ya juifj 
ice^aXav TTarafw rfrrdpac ^t' afiipag. 
TptjyoiQ ay; wg icureral tv T(oy icottwv 
TQy 0' kXiciufy tb xalfxaToaTayovg Xoc^ov, 



-^ 
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CANTO I. 




S wintry blasts came sweeping from 
frigid reign. 
Lashing the furious billows of the ocean's crei 
plain; 
The long white line of breakers boomed loud on HeLX 

shore ; 
The petrel's warning cry was healrd above the tempest 
Lo ! swift from every quarter, freed from the ^olian ca' 
The blasts o'er all the heaven plough up the 

waves. 
How bright the flashing lightnings dance forth with 

glare ! 
And crackling peals of thunder loud booming from^e 
surcharged cloud. 

Distract the maddened air. 
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■ III! ■ - — 

to the luckless mariner who rides the main to-night ! 
1 chance hath he again to see the morning's cheerful 

light ; 
wave on wave shall whelm his hark, snapped short 

the creaking mast, 
shrilly through the flapping shrouds shall shriek th€ 

whistling hlast. 

''hat light is that which shines within yon tower upon 

the rocky 
n which the shepherd all the day watched o'er his 

wandering flock ? 
now the flock sleeps soundly, safe in the well- walled 

pen, 
the shepherd he hath got him to the haunts of mortal 

men. 

it some sage philosopher looks forth into the night 
ratch the great Orion with his starry helt hedight, 
earn how Cynthia divine guides forth her silver car, 
py out great Arcturus as he shines in heaven afar ? 

'tis a love-lorn maiden sits watching o'er the seas, 
hears the ivy rustling hefore the rising hreeze : 
starts and listens trembling to the distant roaring gale ; 
rft the 'lated woodman hears the wolves bay up the 
vale. 
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A youth of peerless beauty paces the Asian strand : 
He shudders as the hoary waves toss high the tawny sand ; 
Far through the murky darkness he sees that twinkling 

light, 

The lamp his well-loved Hero trims, his Beacon of the Night. 

The main below is fury, fury the sky above ; 

But when did furious main or sky stay the true course of 

love r 
This night's high-plunging billows ahall mortal spirit 

brave ? 
8hall mortal arm of youth and love cleave safe snch mighty 

wave? 
O'er frozen seas of icebergs, o'er hills of Arctic snow, 
Swimming the swift A raxes, where will not young Love go ? 
Love climbs the peak of Ararat,* accessible to none. 
Love dives to depths of ocean, which never saw the sun. 



Thrice stripped he off his garments, thrice naked left 

the strand, 
Thrice the opposing billows dashed him again td land ; 
Then prayed he to the Wind-God, " Hast thou ne'er fdt 

the power 
Of love ? hast thou not wooed and won the white Actsean 

flower ? 

• " The untrodden solitude 
Of Ararat's tremendous peak."— Moore's Fir$ WorMppert. 
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^^ "fclxou hast felt the love -joy, aloft on Heights of Air, — 
So may Erectheus' daughter he faithful still, still fair — 
G^^nt me the boon I ask thee : grant me in Hero's arms 
Oixce more to lie, once more to feed mine eyes upon her 
channs." 



\ 



spake : love winged his efforts — ^he plunged into the 
tide; 
■*^lie stricken waves indignant leapt off on either side, 

wheeling, turned them to the fight, and such a com- 
bat never 
seen, save when the God of Fire warred with the God 
of River. 
• flaming sword of Love nigh scorched even that seeth- 
ing flood, 
X"cd glare shone upon the waves as though it drew their 
blood ; 
t;hey in fury at this stay struck him now left, now right, 
shed their blows as thick as snows fall on a winter's 
night. 
» thinking only of his love, he laid aside his fears, 
^n through an opening in the night bright Cynthia 
appears, 
, struggling with the darkness, a glimmering light she 

shed; 
thus he prayed to Heaven's Queen who sailed above 
his head : — 



*54 College Khyme$. 



** Cynthia! be propitious, and with thy favomr 

Hght, 
With thy soft rays, guide me across the stormy seas tl 

night ; 
So may thy loved Endymion, the fairest of the £eur, 
Wake, and with thee for evermore thy life immortal shai 
Thou that art slumbering on yon mount, Endymio 

awake! 
And live and love with her who loves by tliat calm azu 

lake. 
Wherein the herds of stars that crop the pastiu^ of tl 

heavens 
Descending slake their thirst and lave oft in the summc 

evens. 
Cynthia ! grant me but one kiss, one glance from h 

soft eye, 
One sweet embrace, and then content III lay me down an 

die." 
She would have saved could she have saved ; but lo 1 

murky cloud 
Came o'er her gently-beaming face, and all her light ^ 

shroud. 



By this the heedless lover had crossed fall half the w^' 
His strength was failing fast, he cried, " Save m^j 
Powers ! save ! " 
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He sank, — ^he rose, — ^the rising waves dashed o'er liis noble 

head; 
The squadrons of the clouds drive back the light kind 

Cynthia shed ; 
The dread artillery of the sky booms forth in one vast 

blaze; 
(^thia recoils, nor dares to shed again her promised 

rays. 
But the swift winds victorious press rolling wave on 

wave; 
Once more a cry, *' Save me, ye Gods ! Yenus! Cupid ! 

save ! *' 
The gurgling waves press round him, presses around him 

nighty 
^d iron Death fetters his breath, and chains his glazing 

sight, 
ffis stalwart limbs are loosened, his arms no longer 

play; 
"^^md him crowd the thoughts and deeds of many a by- 
gone day. 
■^® thinks he hears his Hero's voice, calling him from 

the shore ; 
® ^^tens, but what sound may rise above that tempest 
^ roar? 

-^ooIb — a wave shuts out the sight — ^he gasps for breath ; 

he seeks for light : 

One groan — and all is o'er. 
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CANTO II. 

But when the maiden Hero saw that fierce storm arise. 
She cast across the ocean her anxious gazing eyes ; 
She cast them o'er the ocean, and o'er the creamy sea. 
And prayed unto the Gods she served, the only Gods tl:*** 
he : — 

** laughter-loving Yenus! and Cupid, fairest boy! 
Save for a lonely maiden her Grief, her Hope, her Joy- 
save him, lovely Goddess ! gentle Cupid, save I 
Nor let the murky Hellespont be my Leander's grave/' 
Then Yenus heard her prayiog, and to her son did say ^ ' 
*' Swift as the blasts may hear thee to Sestos wing thy W^^I* 
Fear not the midnight darkness ; fear not the troubled s^^ * » 



Thy mother loves the night's deep shades, the '^^ *■ -^» 
daughter she." 

She ceased. Then from Olympus her son obedient fl< 
Flew o'er the Island Mountains, and o'er the ^gean bli 
On between earth aod heaven he takes his aerial way. 
Around his head the thunders roll, and the harmless 

nings play. 
Now, like the bird of morning, he rises on the breeze ; 
Now, like the prophet of the storm, he skims the tuxft^" 

seas; 
He spies thy vines, Naxos, deep bosomed in the maixiy 
And with the sun arise the groves of Asia's wooded plaiH' 
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CANTO III. 

Tho dewy balm of evening fell gently o'er the deep ; 
The restless heaving ocean seemed now at length to sleep ; 
■i^ne long white line of breakers was heard to boom no more, 
•fiut the calm moon-lit wavelets plashed softly on the shore. 
^^t when the sun at evening sank o'er tbe gilded land, 
*he body of Leander lay stretched upon the sand; 
"^5 jet-black locks hung dankly on his broad breast of snow, 
•■^ank as the spray-lashed weed which decks the sea-rock's 
slippery brow. 



-A maiden wandered sadly by that long-rolling wave, 
^r something boded Hellespont was her Leander's grave. 
'^^ ^rer that lonely maiden approached her lover dead, 
lie saw — she knew the ringlets dark that hid that noble 
head, 
^ie saw but for a moment ; then by Leander's side 
^le knelt her down, and thus she prayed unto the hoary 
tide: — 
* O honoured father Ocean I my happy days are gone ! 
^ cannot live without my love, forsaken — all alone ! 
^f there be pity in thy heart beneath thy shaggy breast, 
Tjrant Hero and Leander one common place of rest.*' 
^he spake, and seized her lover — all icy-cold was he — 
.And with him in her snowy arms plunged headlong in the 
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Then Ocean sent his daughters to greet the loving twai 
And lead them to the pleasant grots that lie beneath 

main. 
And far beneath the rolling of Hello's azure wave 
The faithful pair shall live for e'er in Ocean's crystal ca 

Alas for them ! the Love-God had reached the spot too la 
He could not save Leander from his too cruel fate ; 
The God in tears (e'en Gods do weep) turned from 1 

fatal shore, 
As rose a song sweet-sounding above the ocean-roar. 
A distant strain of music stole o'er the sparkling seas, 
And nearer yet, and yet more near, 'twas wafted on t 

breeze ; 
Flitting amid the moonbeams see the fair Nereid throng, 
Whilst through the farthest heaven resounds the voice of soi 
It is the Ocean's daughters, whose liquid voices ring 
Across the moonlit waters, and this the song they sing ;• 
It echoes o'er the billows, from rock rebounds to rock, 
And awes the shepherds on the height of Sestos, as throuj 

all the night 

They watch their folded flock : — 

** Hail Hero and Leander ! light lie the azure wave, 
Light blow the breeze of heaven above your common grave 
Hail Love o'er Death victorious ! Never to part again, 
Ye love and live for ever, like Nile's divided river 

Which meets but in the main. 



^ronx ice-bound ocean northward, e'en to tlie sultry south, 
names shall cheer the maiden's heart, and arm the 
lover's mouth ; 
oiind the bridal altars your sacred tale be sung, 

every love-lorn maiden chant it in her native tongue, 
"the Gods that live for ever, the Gods that rule above, 
seen your loving hearts, and will reward your peer- 
less love : 
_ ^^ tar beneath the rolling of Helle's azure wave, 

^9 Aithfiil pair! shall live for e'er in Ocean's crystal cave." 
^lie last sweet note was lingering as shone out full the 
day; 
Cupid, having heard the song that o'er the seas was 
borne along, 

Back winged his airy way. 

EPILOGUE. 

ow ofttimes when the moonlight sheds her pale rays around, 

"^Jid naught is heard through sea and sky but the gently 

wailing sound 

^Df the softly-plashing wavelets ; and the sun hath sunk to 

rest 

In the Groves of Peace, his loved abode, far in the purple 

west; 

'When the soft stars of summer around the full moon shine,* 

And all the winds sleep peacefully o'er all the peaceful 

brine; 

* Homer, Uiad yiii. 656, 
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"Wlien every grove and headland, bathed in the silver ligli 
Stands forth in bold relief against the buckler of the nigh 
When all the shepherd men rejoice, for they may lea^ 

their flocks, 
ITn watched but by their faithful dogs, high on the mountai] 

rocks, 
When on the village plains below their maidens they mc 

meet. 
And in the dance may strike the green with merry-glan 

ing feet ; — 
Then through the air of evening a bird is seen to sweep, 
Singing a plaintive melody to the music of the deep ; 
A dirge for young Leander and Sestos' maid it frames, 
And in its little sigh men say it syllables their names. 

Exeter Coll., Oxford. P. W. L. 
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ITH walls of stone it is circled round, 
And the blackened waters gleam below; 
The depths of its bosom none can sound, 
And the spring of its pure stream none can know. 




It seeks no friend in weal or woe, 

In its cavernous home it delights to dwell ; 
It loves not the haunts where others go, 

But it loves the sweet calm of its lonely cell. 



It loves not the regions of social mirth, 
It loves not the objects of earthly love ; 

But it looks immoved from the depths of earth 
On the wondrous things in the heavens above. 
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THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 




)0M-^ priorem cannine num locum 

Semper tenebit gloria? niim Khodu^ '"^^ 
Et clara jactantes Athenas 
Perpetuo referent poetse ? 
Tentare versu quid prohibet viam 
Nondum peractam, Vectis et insulsB 
Non ante vulgatos honores 
Lesbiacis sociare chordis ? 
Quid, bI periti militia duces 
Et consulares te patriam negent ? 
Cantare te semper juvabit, 
Et meritas renoyare laudes. 



Yectis Insula. 63 

His namqae saxis est deeus, insnlis 
Baro Tidetur quale Britaimieis ; 
His fertur et tempos peractum 
Insolitam triboisse famam. 
Undis repulso num positam jngo 
Quis nescit arcem, rex nLi ferrea 
Becreta captims Soronun 
Ingemnity fatnnmque regnnin : 
At, saxa quamyis litora protegant 
Praenipta, desnnt non tibi fertiles 
Talles ; et nmbrosum salictum 
Luxmiat, yiridisque qnercus. 
Kec favit agris alma minus Ceres ; 
Quos, ante piimis quam videas satis 
Bidere vicinos agellop, 
TritieeJB decorant aristae. 
Exstatne terrae suavior hoc locus, 
Omnesve ad usus aptior ? insulae 
Mirumne reginam faventem 
Hie proprias posuisse sedes ? 

B.N.C., OXFOXD. Naso. 
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^0rr0fos of a Jplutor* 

|HE crown of care is on my brow. 
The cross of care I carry now ; 
That casual frown which once I wore 
Has grown habitual, I deplore : 

Better to slave for Cox and Ford, 
Than rule a school or be a tu- 
tor in the great and glorious TT- 
niversity of Oxenford, 
niversity of Oxenford. 

Each morn brings in a train of woes, 
Efforts of Great- and Little-Goes ; 
And every evening hears me croak, 
In hoarse low tones, This is no joke ! 

Better to try the Moxon ford, 
And float some rhymes, than be a tu- 
tor in the great and glorious U- 

niversity of Oxenford, 

niversity of Oxenford. 
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Men, who believe in boys and school, 
Who swear by rote and sweat by rule — 
Experience truly shall decide. 
How blest are they that thus confide ! — 

Ladies, who put blue socks on for d- 
isplay of learning, hear a tu- 
tor in the great and glorious U- 

niversity of Oxenford^ 

niversity of Oxenford. 

'Tis best to live in lodger's ease. 

With peace and bread, with love and cheese ; 

And not to fatten on the land. 

By cramming boys to understand : 

'Tis best to smoke and box in four d- 
isportive styles, than be a tu- 
tor in the great and glorious TJ- 

niversity of Oxenford, 

niversity of Oxenford. 

Oxford. Coachbm. 
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|S the sunlight to the face 
Of the rosy daws. 
As the daisies to the grace 
Of the dewy lawn, 
As the white foam to the wave 

Of the rippling river, 
As the green turf to the grave 
Of one at rest for ever : 



As the violet to the dells 
Of the langhing May, 

As the merry-pealing bells 
To a wedding-day, 



fong. 



As Elysium to the power 
Of the poet's madness, — 

So thoa art to eveiy hour 

That biiugeth joy and gladnesB. 



BJf.O., OXMRD. 
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g^HE thin blue mists of evening hung soft on wood 
and lea ; 
Calm lay the flowery land about, calm as a sum- 
mer sea ; 
And rich the western splendour fell in many a rose-red line, 
Flooding the crown of Saxony — ^the lordly Konigstein ; 
And all the linden-grove, that bloomed round Dresden, was 

aglow, 
And bright were spire and dome above, bright was the Elbe 

below. 
Upon the bridge's parapet that spanned the widening flood. 
Clad in the Prussian uniform, three soldiers chatting stood. 
Resting from all the heat of day they watched the waters 

flow, 
And saw their Prussian uniforms reflected clear below. 
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Then out spake he whose aged brow showed deepest Time's 

white snow : — 
"]Sow curst be the scheming tyrant who wrought our 

country woe ! 
WTio in his thirst for self-renown feigned *twas for Prussia's 

weal 
That the sunny land of Saxony should bend *neath foreign 

steel, 
And crushed the valiant ones who dared to stem his 

haughty way — 
Ah me ! would heaven that I had died before I saw the day, 
Before the morning burst to view this vineyard-clad cham- 
paign, 
These pine-crowned heights, and wooded knolls, beneath a * 

victor's chain. 
Ah well ! but it is useless now to bluster and to storm — 
But curst be the hand that made us wear this Prussian 

uniform." 

Then spake the youngest of the three, with bold and fear- 
less air. 

While the sunshine lit his ruddy cheeks, and his locks of 
flaxen hair: — 

** 'Tis true that they have crushed us low to bend to their 
command. 

And spumed the good old monarch who ruled our sunny 
land ; 
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But our hearts they cannot master, our feelings still 

free, 
And every pulse shall cease to beat, or beat for Saxony ! 
Then cheer ye, gallant comrades, let these words yoi 

bosoms fill : 
' Though Prussian be our uniform, our he(»rt8 are Saxa< 

stiU!'" 



B.N.C., Oxford. 
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|S when in doubt a weary traveller stands 
Among the monntains that divide in twain 
The fields and rivers of two neighbouring lands, 
'^^^d gazes back upon the silent plain 
^^Vhich he hath crossed, and forward strains his eyes 
'^^to the hollow pass of frowning stone, 
^Tiich hides the new land from his sight, and sighs, 
"If ot knowing if its beauties will atone 
^or all his toil : so stand I now and muse, 
Sadly I muse upon the coming days. 
And on the unknown pathway I must choose. 
And on the varying breath of blame and praise ; 
And doubt lies heavy on my heart, and fears 
Like clouds hang over the approaching years. 



^.N.C, OXFOBD. 
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^^H ! do not frown, nor turn away with Bcom 
^fflH From that fair valley which before as lies ; 
The fields are laughing in the rosy morn, 
And all ia freeh and fair to meet &ine eyes. 

le it not fair? Ah ! do not torn away, 
Leat all its beanty fade and die for shame, 

And bud and blossom sink into the clay 
Without an epitaph, without a name. 



Thou wilt not : nay, the rosea in thy cheek 

Betray the spirit which thine eyes would wrong; 

Look thou and listen while I strive to speak. 
And may such loveliness inspire my Bong. 



Jf Remonstitance. 73 

Thrice dear to me are field and woodland wild, 
Orchard and lawn, and dell, and rippling wave ; 

Here the first sunbeam on my cradle smiled : 
Here may the latest shine upon my grave 1 



Beside the river, in yon sheltered dell. 
The earliest primroses are ever found : 

£]ach childlike sister, in her leafy ceU, 

The chastest flower that peeps above the ground. 



And there the violet in each sunny space 
Its stately loveliness disdains to hide ; 

^ith all the charms of April in its face, 
And half a thought of Winter in its pride. 



And there the May, the beautiful white May, 
Spreads out rich spoils for the awakened bees ; 

The wild birds sing unwearied through the day, 
And the soft sunbeams move among the trees. 



Then the green fields are loud with bleating sheep. 
The trout make merry in the shining stream j 

While far above them the blue heavens sleep 
In aU the peaceful splendour of a dream. 



i 
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Soon every hedge is sweet with the wild rose, 
Nor hedges only, but the whole green vale ; 

So fresh a crown on every briar there blows 
Of fragrant blossoms, red, and pink, and pale. 



Then the bee-haonted woodbine scents the fields : 
E'en now, for it is Summer, everywhere 

The waving meadow to the mower yields, 
And tedded hay makes fragrant aU the air. 



happy, happy sunshine 1 pleasant shade ! 

vale, more beautiful than words can tell ; 
Set with soft-singing streams as with a braid. 

With interchange of wood, and field, and dell. 



Meet for all tempers of the changeful mind, 
In every prospect pleasing to the eye ; 

In such sweet paradise who not resigned 
Could live his life, or not contented die ? 



The churchyard sleeps on yonder gentle slope, 
The grand old belfry towers above the yew. 

And bids us soar upon the wings of hope 

To that sweet land which mortals may not view- 



I 
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Slowly the clock tells forth hour after hour ; 

The weary ploughman stay? his plough to hear : 
"The time of rest to him is like the shower 

That feeds the leaves ere yet the flowers appear. . 

TThe red sun dies, soft twilight covers all ; 

The dreamy moon gives forth a faint sweet light ; 
Only the oxen's low, or plover's call 

Sometimes disturbs the peacefalness of night. 



Awhile and 'twill be harvest : all the plain 
Spreads forth its brightest robe, fold after fold, 

And reapers bind in sheaves the full-eared grain, 
The shining silver and the gleaming gold. 

Then Autumn's spoils will hang upon the spray, 
The mellow apple and the ripened pear ; 

And gatherers to the homestead bear away 
The latest treasure of the bounteous year. 



And then — ^but now thou wilt no more despise. 
Thou wilt no more with scorn refuse to see j 

The blushing roses and the drooping eyes 
Are far more eloquent than words to me. 
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come, and let ns take the mossy way 

To this dear valley, while the earth is bright; 

And be our lives qb sanny as its day, 
Our deaths as calm and peaceful as its night. 

Oxford. Daphvis. 
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{NOT BY THE AUTHOR OF " MARIANA IN THE 

MOATED GRANGE.") 




^ITH blackest ink the books around 
Were thickly blotted, one and aU : 
The very nails looked half unsound 
That held the pictures to the wall. 
The dismal scene was wrapped in gloom, 
Sported was the unsocial oak : 
Seedy and torn and thick with smoke 
The curtains hung athwart the room. 
He only said, " The Schools are dreary : 

This Euclid racks my head. 
Of Ethics I am very -weary ; 
I shall be ploughed," he said. 

VOL. IX. 
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His siglis came with the lightening heaven, 
And ever through the day he sighed. 

He could not play in the eleven, 
Or coach the eight at eventide. 

After the shutting of the gates, 
He drew his casement curtain by, 
And watched along the glooming High 

The lovers strolling with their mates. 
He only said, "The Schools are dreary : 

This Euclid racks my head . 
Ethics are the reverse of cheery : 
I shall be ploughed," he said. 



And half asleep he heard forlorn 
The caterwauling on the roof ; 

The chapel bell rung out at morn 
Came to him — ^but he held aloof. 

In dreams he seemed to see the Halls, 
And fatal precincts of the Schools : 
To watch the crowd of ghastly fools. 

Who tried in vain to pass their Smalls. 
He only said, *' The Schools are dreary : 

This Euclid racks my brain. 
Of Ethics I am veiy weary ; 
I shall be ploughed again." 



Lot{i ^omnoddjj in the i^inal Schools. 79 

He sat and darkened all the air 

With smoke npwreathing from his weed : 
All day, half-dreaming in his chair, 

He sat and read — or seemed to read — 
Or from the window peered about. 

His Mends still hammered at his door ; 

He heard them on the npper floor ; 
Their voices called him from without. 

He only said, " The Schools are nearing ; 
I cannot come," said he. 

" Although of Ethics I am wearying, 
I shall be ploughed, you'll see." 

For hours he sat, without a pause, 

And snored o'er Plato's sage debate 
Of the Eepublic and the Laws : 

Both these his brain did obfuscate. 
But most of all he loathed the power 

Of a? + y, whose depths profound 

Long-winded dons would oft expound, 
And moralise on by the hour. 

Then said he, '* I am very weary : 
This Euclid racks my brain. 

Mansel and Mill are very dreary ; 
I shall be ploughed again !" 



s Coll., Oxfobd. q^ q j 

^OL. IX. p 2 



^Efiobo ^iom^jtnQt foas ^ttilt- 




JN Kacrcaradoc's wide plain the king of Britain sto 
His strong hand clasped his mighty sword, dye» 
red with Saxon blood. 
A sad man was Aurclius, on that victorious day. 
For dead upon the well-fought field all Britain's noblest la; 
And teDdcr-hcartcd was the king, despite his angry frown 
And o'er his manly cheeks the tears poured in swift toiren 

down. 
But in those days of action there wm little time to weep, 
When each man claimed all for his own that he could 

and keep. 
So Aurelius dried his tearful eyes, and raised his down 

drooped head, 
And to the chiefs who stood around in kingly accents said ^ 
** The Lord be praised, and our good swords! the victory i^ 

won, 





<< 
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-^-^d deeds of mighty valour have ye my chieftains done. 
-**^t some have perished in the fight who fought as well as 

^^^d those who in the battle fall should not forgotten be. 
^611 let us on this barren plain some mighty structure raise, 
y "W-hich their valiant deeds may be told forth to future 

days." 
aeu Tremounous the Archbishop, a trusty man and strong, 
^Us gave his honest counsel, stepping forward from the 

throng : — 
^ ting ! your words are like the words of such a king 
should be, 
in this matter what is done be it done royally. 
*^^tl as this victory is such the world has never seen, 
^ ^^ us raise such a monument as ne'er before has been. 
^t let us first seek Merlin, Merlin the maid-bom seer, 
^r the most prudent counsel we firom his lips shall hear." 

The king approved the counsel : the maid -bom seer was 
brought : 
-^6 stood upon the wild plain where the battle had been 
fought. 

Then said the mighty monarch, " Merlin, if thou hast 
power 
To see into the thick black clouds which o'er poor Britain 
lower ; 
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If thou const read the future, if thou my fate canst tell, 
read me forth my destiny, and I will pay thee well." 
The maid-bom seer smiled sternly : " Seek not thy fate 

know. 
To-day is thine, then use it well, nor make the past thy f>- 
For the past draws the future as the moon draws the sea 
Fate rules the coward-hearted, men make their destiny." 




Then said the king, astonished, '' Thy voice is like 

sound 
Of gathering thunder-clouds, which through the distant 

resound. 
Thou speakest words of wisdom, then tell me what shall 
A monument to my brave chiefs worthy of them and me- 
The maid-bom seer upraised his head and joyfully replii 
** In Ireland, on Xillaraus' mount, there stands a 

wide, 
A mystic ring of massy stones men call the Giants' Dani 
If any of your gallant knights should wish to break a Ian 
Let them to Gillomanius go, a mighty chief is he, 
And fight, and win these mystic stones, and bring them 

to thee. 
If they are placed on this wild plain, they shall for e 

'bide. 
When thy chiefs are forgotten, and even their names ha^^^ 
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len the great king Aurelius laughed a loud laugh of 

scorn : 
lat, seer! from British quarries can no fit stones be torn? 
' should we go to Ireland for what we have at hand ? 
ritain had to seek for stones, 'twould be a sorry land." 
L sternly spake the maid-bom seer, ** Thy laughter is 

not good, 
rain and idle laughter is oft washed out in blood, 
idiots* and maidens laugh, but let a chief be grave : 
I hast no laughing work, sire king, if thou wouldst 

Britain save, 
earth-bom giants brought these stones from Africa of' 

old; 

Y are no common quarry-birth, but worth their weight 

in gold. 

Y have a magic virtue, a wondrous healing power ; 

Y shall protect thy kingdom from all the storms that 

lower." 
Q said the great king humbly, *' Merlin, thy words are 

true, 
. all that thou advisest my valiant men shall do. 
er Pendragon shall march forth with fifteen thousand 

men, 
L Gorlois, duke of Cornwall, and Eldol of the Fen ; 

I. e. private persons, cf. Abp. "Whitgift. ** Fishermen and idiots 
especially called to the preaching of the gospel." The Defence 
.0 Answer to the Admonition, 
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And thou shalt march forth with them to fetch these my^ ^^ tic 

stones, 
Which this groat king of Ireland, this mighty chieft 



owns." 



Gillomanius in his palace sat, his wolf-dogs at his fe« 
When, breathless with dismay and haste, entered a 

fleet : — 
" Uther Pendragon, Britain's prince, with fifteen thons^ 

men. 
And Gorlois, duke of Cornwall, and Eldol of the Fen, 
And Merlin the star-reader. Merlin the maid-bom seer, 
Have landed on thy frontiers and are hourly drawing ni 
They come to seek the ring of stones men call the Gii 

Dance/* 
The blue-eyed king frowned sternly and tightly clutcl 

his lance. 
Then opened wide his great red mouth, and laughed ^ 

laughs a lake 
When Winter's power is waning, and the ice begins to bre^i^^' 
A dangerous laugh, a loud cold laugh, presaging deac^*-*/ 

strife : — 
'* No wonder that in Britain the Saxon butcher's knife 
Grew smoking hot, from point to haft, with blood ^' 

slaughtered kings ; 
No wonder that each Saxon bard a song of triumph sinj 
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'IX fifteen thousand fighting men will come on such a 

quest ! 
9-ell ! methinks we've room enough for all their bones to 

rest/' 



5n the quivering arm of morning raised the spangled 

veil of night, 
the silent world looked awsome in the dim uncertain 

light, 
stones upon Killaraus' mount, like ghosts of fighting 

men, 
ced down upon the Irish host that lined the woody glen, 
in the first ray of sunlight had shot across the sky, 
k glen rang loud with Irish shout and British battle-cry. 
m to its greatest altitude the sun had clomb o'erhead, 
Britons climbed Xillaraus' mount, the Irish host had 

fled. 
1 thirty valiant fighting men, strong-armed and big of 

bone, 
1 mighty ropes and levers tried to move the smallest 

stone ; 
though the muscle rose in knots upon each heaving 

chest, 
7 could not move the giant-stone out of its ancient rest. 
1 Merlin the star- reader, Merlin the maid-bom seer, 
)t lightly on the mighty stone and spake in accents clear^ 



86 <f ollega Khgme$. 

" Spare, spare your thews, ye warriors ! a mystic spelX ^ 

cast 
0*er all this ring of giant-stones which to earth binds tb.^^^ 

fast." 
Then in a magic language he sang a wailing chant : 
The mighty stones rocked slowly, and began to heave 

pant; 
Then came a roar like thunder, the earth with terror sho^ 
From out the ring there rose a shape on which no man dflkrar^sd 

look. 
It shook the lightnings in its hands and flung them to 

m 

sky; 
The heavens grew black, the thunder roared, the 

made reply ; 
The unbound spirits of the storm fled shrieking throi 

the air; 
Then there arose yells, shrieks, and cries, and murmur^ ^ 

despair. 
A figure of an uncrowned king fled moaning o'er the he^^^ 
Then suddenly the heaven grew bright, and all was stilX ^^ 

death ; 
But &om its ancient resting-place the Giants' Dance 

fled. 
Then to the trembling warriors the maid-bom Merlin %&xd, 
*' On Kaercaradoc's wide plain the Giants' Dance now stand*' 
We may go back to Britain : we have done the king's coin' 

mands." 

Christ's Coll., Cambbidoe. X. Y. B. 
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LETTEE, letter ! take the kiss, 
And cast away the sister sigh ; 
And pass to dreamy seats of bliss, 
And depths of bluer sky. 



Fly, letter, fly ! Spread pinions white 

And leave the dreary fields that swood. 
And dull plains empty of delight, 
Beneath a sickly noon. 



Fly, fly ! Leave Granta's weary stream 

To toil towards its sickly mouth ; 
Spread sister pinions like a dream. 
And pierce the shining South. 
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And pass, and reach a happy home, 

Where breath of sUrer laughter rings ; 
A blissful sea, whose sunny foam 
Shall bathe thy weary wings. 



fly ! for words can never tell 

How sweet a peace awaits thee there, 
A lovely peace who loves to dwell 
Amid her sisters fair. 



O letter, letter ! rise and soar ; 

Four lovely ladies thou shalt see ; 
And one, the fairest of the four. 

Shall stretch white hands to thee. 



O happy letter ! thou shalt learn 

The deepness of her hazel eyes, 
While dawning blushes glow and bum 
'Mid incense-breathing sighs. 



And oh ! perchance, when night is dead, 
Thy wings shall shudder with delight 
Pressed to her lips, and love shall shed 
Sweet tears to make thee bright. 
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Fly, letter I far too glad, too glad 

To shew this starving soul of mine : 
Quick, quick ! lest envy drive me mad 
To tear thee line &om line. 



Chiu8t»s Coll., Cambridge. 
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^HE short December day is done : 
The stubble acres ring no more 
'With jubilee of dog and gun, 
Or hunter's horn, so blithe before. 
Earth loses, with the setting sun, 

The glow of warmth awhile she wore, 
And winter's half- relented brow 
Besumes a sterner aspect now. 



The last faint flush of hectic red 

Is fading westward far away. 
Where, bare and brown, the woodlands spread,. 

No longer reddened in its ray. 
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The first few stars gleam oTerhead ; 

And though a gloom of twilight grey 
-Already deepens, far and near 
ISach scene is shadowed sharp and clear. 



No voices stir the frozen air ; 

In icy fetters bonnd, the rill 
Hath ceased to make a murmur there ; 

And moor and meadow, wood and hill, 
AU such a sombre silence share, 

"We listen to the very still ; 
Our beating breasts the only sound 
We hear amid the hush profound. 

But hark ! from yonder belfry broke 
A sudden chime, prolonged and clear. 

There's magic in each measured stroke, — 
They tell the hour to toil so dear, 

The hour that from the galling yoke 
Releases the belaboured steer. 

The quiet hour of holy calm 

That hath for every heart a balm. 

^•C.C, Cambridob. H. R. D. 
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DREAMED I saw a pit of reeking slime 
Teeming with monsters — all the horrid broocl 
Of dragons, whom that creeping serpent Time 
Breeds from the rotten carcase of things good ; 
And hellish fumes smoked forth, a canopy 
Of hideous darkness, and an awful mist 
Half hid the monstrous creatures from mine eye, 

Like dolesome wreck in horrid sea abyssed. 
But, as I gazed, a ray from heaven descended, 

And lighted on their scales, and straight they glow 
With emerald light and azure radiance blended, 
And rosy tinct of mom, and white of snow. — 
What was that ray? interpret he who can; 
That cavern was the Earth, those serpents Man. 



Tbinitt Coll., Cambbidoe. 
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SUDDEN cry of anguish rends the air, 
A shriek of horror and of dire despair ; 
Its spreading echoes loud and widely roll, 
^d wake responsive chords within the soul. 




.d tidings swift there come from foreign strand, 
1 lightning's wings are home through every land : 
en Nature lends in aid its hidden fire, 
id rapid sparks flash o'er the mystic wire. 



1 ! what can mean this dread and dismal strain ? 
liat tidings these that fill the soul with pain ? 



! 



quickly speak : hid douhting fears depart. 



[id break the cloud of gloom which shFouds our heart. 

VOL. IZ. Q 
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Alas I the gentle prince, the soldier brave. 
Lies cold and still within the silent grave. 
His blood by fonl and murderous hand is shed ; 
Grood Maximilian sleeps amid the dead. 



There came be£Dre his eyes in evil hour 
A vision bright, of high imperial power : 
The pomp of state •nchanting vistas wrought, 
And nature weak subdued more sober thought. 



Transferred from princely rank to regal sway, 
He quick discerned the perils of his way ; 
Found true the adage Wisdom grave lays down — 
'^ Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown." 



Brief time remained unscathed and free from harm 
His tottering throne upheld by foreign arm ; 
But perjured faith full soon withdrew its aid, 
And fast his fleeting glory 'gan to fade. 



Then oft his few remaining friends implored, 
And prayed their leader now to sheathe his swoid ; 
Escape lay open from the traitorous shore — 
But no 1 than death he feared dishonour more. 



-Betrayed by wretches he had trusted well, 
M length to fiendish foes glad prey he fell : 
■Deserted, hated, friendless, spurned by all, 
Iinprisoned fast by dismal dungeon's wall. 

■^^e fatal hour to him was none of gloom : . 
'■*6 smiled at death, and bravely faced his doom ; 
*^epared to yield his life, he clasps his hands, 
^eathes low a prayer to Heaven, and firmly stands. 

Hi 

**^ word is given — ^the thundering volley flies ; 

^ cloud of smoke clears off, and lo ! there lies 

,1^011 the crimsoned earth a pallid form, 

^'^liose pierced side sheds fast life's current warm. 

^^li ! Maximilian, this was soldier's fate ; 
,^JJ^liis proved thy courage, showed thy valour great j 
^Vell may the sympathetic tear be shed 
^y thousand mourners o'er the glorious dead. 



"Vet one there is amid the sorrowing crowd, 
^ith far-surpassing pain, in misery bowed ; 
Struck prostrate by affliction's iron rod, 
^er poignant griefs «re known alone to God. 
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96 (foUefle Rhijmes. 

For licr the genial sun affords no light, 
To her the radiant day seems gloomy night 
All hope is gone, all comfort perished now. 
And Desolation marks her widowed brow. 



Full oft oppressed by dire Misfortune's hand, 
This crowning woe falls worse than all the band 
Of thousand tortures that have racked her heart, 
And made its dying spark of light depart. 

Her frenzied mind hath broke from all control, 
And Kcason's arm no more directs her soul; 
She calls the lost with agonizing cry, 
And longs anon by instant fate to die. 



God of comfort and of mercy kind I 
Send solace sweet to soothe her troubled mind. 
The bruised reed Thy goodness ne'er can break : 
Her sorrows heal, for gentle Jesus' sake. 



Oh ! soon amid Thy radiant halls of joy 
May grief be merged in bliss without alloy 
Two loving souls once more in rapture meet, 
And pour united praise before Jhy feet. 
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-*^^t swift upon this sin-fraught lower world 
ohall retribution from on high be hurled ; 
-"-^e reeking life*blood loud for vengeance cries, 
"^d notes of horror climb the lofty skies. 



^^^ blood-stained land whereon his life was shed 
■*^6Heath its surface hides the noble dead ; 

^^ tomb, nor beauteous monumental urn, 

To 

^ark the spot where valour ceased to burn. 

^t Vain and idle would it be to raise 
Mostly pillar to record his praise ; 
^ every honest heart his memory lives, 
^^d fame more lasting than mere marble gives. 



■forgotten are his frailties — few and small, 
•^is errors now to dark oblivion fall ; 
though all remember well his genial smile, 
^^s valiant heart, his soul unknown to guile. 



Sleep on, brave soldier, in thine early grave ! 
All human power is helpless now to save ; 
Light lie the soil upon thy manly breast, 
Of foes thou bravest, and of friends thou best ! 



College Kliytnas. 



A atem relentiess fate hath laid thee lov. 
Bat tears of pity o'er thy Bufferings flow; 
Bemembrance tribute to tby virtue gives, 
And iky loved name, brave Maximilian, lives. 



Hasd. Hall, Oxposd. 
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oTJB birthdays come with qnickening speed 
As years revolve, 
And soon dissolve ; 
^e see their evenings fade, ere we can read 
"What we resolve. 



Time was — and we were children gay. 

From sorrow free, 

And fall of glee ; 
We longed, while waiting for our annual play- 

Oar natal day. 



Time was — and we were kissed and loved 

By kindred near. 

And Mends so dear ; 
And we were glad, for sorrow seldom moved 

The glistening tear. 
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Time is — the cheeks, once ruddy, pale 

To think how soon 

Is come the noon 
Of this fond day ; we feel well nigh to fail 

At its sad tale. 

Time is — ah ! yes, " hut years of youth 

Are gone, — are gone, — 

Their work is done ;" 
This is our hirthday's tale, — this is forsooth 

Its earnest truth. 

Time will be — and the years will glide 

With pleasant times, 

And marriage chimes 
Will peal &om towers, and happy hearts will ride 

On lifetime's tide. 

Time will be, — ^yes ! but who shall live ? 

The time draws nigh 

When you and I 
Must see no birthday more. May God then giye 

Us grace to die. 

J18US Coll., Oxfobd. oXuXm. 
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t^nS^H ! foi tbe warm blue sky, 

^J^ ^ The monntaiiii slopes of auimy Italy, 

Wtiere each breeze ecboeth of oldea tlmo, 
And ereiy view wakes some forgotten rhyme 
Of those who fought and bled and planned and toiled 

For liberty ; but, oftimes foiled, 

Attained it but in death. 



Oh ! for the scented orange groves, 

The mantling vineyards, where the wanderer rovei, 

And yields himself in fancy to retrace 

The legend of each haunted place 

"Where bends the ilex and the plane, 

Where still the vines and elm trees wed. 
But every echo whispers, "All in vain 

To seek the heroes here, for they are dead." 
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Yes ! they aie dead; and all their deeda 

Bemain but as a winter tale. — 
The morning vapour, gathering, speeds 

In snow-white mist above the vale, 
And breaks into a thousand clouds, that sail 
Out to all other lands, and bear the dews 
Of that sweet vale, till every life renews 
Its freshness from it, feels the power it gives, 
And, gaining nobler strength, more nobly lives. 

Yes ! they are gone, and they have past 
A mighty nation from the changing earth, 
Once high — ^but now in deep oblivion cast, 
Save for that secret power issuing forth 
From valorous deeds and honest worth 
That freshens future age, and will for ever last. 

C.C.C, CAMB&moB. 6. F. W 
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ATHEB! see me penitent 

Homeward turn mine eyes ; 
To my fjAults be lenient : 
Kone do I di^^nise. 
On thy neck I fall. 
Son, though prodigal. 



Father ! touch approvingly 

Thy returning son, 
And forgive me lovingly 
All that I have done ; 
On thy breast again 
Best me from my pain. 
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Father ! bless me, tendering 

Penitence and love ; 
Take me with thee, wondering. 
To thy home above, — 
Peaceful home, afar. 
Where the angels are. 



Jim Coll., Oxtobd. «(XfXr«. 
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^LDLY flows the river by me, and the dead leaves 
lie around ; 
'Through the tree-tops sighs the north wind with 

a chilly dreary sound ; 
And from far comes heavily rolling, 
Like a solemn death-knell tolling, 
mxes the dull, unearthly thunder of the pitiless, restless 
sea* 



nel ocean ! thou art not as the poets feign in song — • 
ight and gentle as a maiden smiling in a joyous throng. 

No ! thou art a heartless master. 

And the noble ship's disaster 
id the cries of perishing souls were sport and mockery 
for thee. 
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Ah ! mj Eva, ah ! beloy^d, 'tis the midnight of my soul, 
Since thy love's bright sun has left me, clouds and dark- 
ness round me roll ; 
Brokenhearted here I wander, 
Gloomily I think and ponder. 
Thoughts and wildly-woven feuicieB that my rad heart 
cannot speak. 



0! sweet face, so calm and lifeless, sleepest thou 'neath 

ocean's floor, 
Where no storm-winds rock the waters, never comet tha 

billows' roar, 

And the wild Atlantic surges 

Far above thee hymn their dirges, 
And thy requiem the sea-birds to that awM musio ahriek 



Soon to softer milder breezes must the weary winter yield 
And the spring give back its beauty unto flower, and 
and fleld ; 
But my Eva, loving, lowly, 
Eva, beautiful and holy, 
Smiling violet-crownM springtime never shall to m» 
restore. 



)B\m. 
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jBdany a springtime, many a winter, must have come and 

passed away, 
£re the sea give up its dead, and ere the tomb give forth 
its prey ; 
Then in day that knows no ending, 
"With our joy no sorrow blending, 
O my Eva ! live we, love we, through the golden Evermore. 



Magd. Coll., Oxfobd. 
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f^ERTE pedem, diiri veteres ; exempla recent=>' 
Atque magis duraB discite saevitise ! 
Saepe novis leti formis durave catenft 

Non merita innociios obruit ira riros : 
Quam tamen his ausim factis conferre catenam ? 

Quidve genus dirae dicere mortis erit ? 
Nos Yenus exstimulat. Nee rarum, dicis. At nti. 

Quum stimuler nostro non licet arbitrio : 
Et duros (utinam mansuescEmt corda) parentes, 

Et timeo nati jussa, Erycina, tui. 
Advena, quid timeas, si quaerat, nate^ parentes, — 

Me miserum genitor cautus amare vetat; 
Me vetat et genitor, limisque aspexit ocellis 

Sire sit haec genitrix, sive noverca mihi : 
Ah 1 nobis certe partes tenet ilia noyercsB ; 

Kil etenim, juro, saevius esse potest. 
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Quid milii jam prodest ITasonis pagina longi ? 

Kam nihil in libris durius ille refert. 
Quid Parin ad miseram praBJectum dicere mortem- 

Per juga ? N'um salvus pastor amare timet ? 
Quid pater ut saevus nati percusserit artus 

Laius innocui ? mitior ille meo. 
Quondam (credibile est) et vos arsistis amore : 

Credibile ? an falsus corpora junxit amor ? 
At fuerit verus : quid me yetuistis amare 

Yobis justa tori foedera, iniqua mihi ? 
Hoc placeat cunctis, — mox urbs deserta silebit, 

Discet et extinctos plangere terra yiros, 

Queen's Coll., Oxfobd. F. 
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§5 HE evening sun's pale flickering ray 
S Bids farewell to declining day, 
And dances with a fitful beam 

Across each hillock, dale, and stream, 

Till with a gentle smile it falls 

Upon the massive convent walls, 

And shines upon a wistful face, 

Dowered with every maiden grace, 

Which peeps from yon iron-latticed cell, — 

The wistful face of Eosabelle. 



Perchance e'en now to fancy's eye 
Recur the scenes of times gone by, — 
Of meetings on the moon-lit sward, 
The loving kiss, the whispered word ; 
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And then, ah ! then — the cruel fate, 
That closed on her the convent's gate. 

But see ! a hand is drawing near, 
And shonts of triumph greet her car. 
Of victory o'er a vanquished foe — 
A hrigand chief in death laid low— 
Whose sword-gashed corpse they hear along, 
"With this the hurthen of their song : — 

'' Eemhrandt is dead ! no more our land 
Shall feel the dreaded corsair's hand." 

The hreezes hear the glad refrain, 

Reechoing from the hills again : 

They hear it to that convent cell, 

But there it seemed a funeral knell ; 

For, as it hreaks upon her ear, 

Her heart, too full to shed a tear, 

Bursts uncontrolled in one wild sigh, 

With grief's acutest agony ; 
And, murmuring " Remhrandt ! '' with her latest breath, 
"^er spirit flies to join with his in death. 

Maod. Coll., Oxford. B. VT. 
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IME is a little isle of sand 
Uplifted in the boundless sea 
Of fathomless eternity, 

In which there is no other land. 



Scarce is it raised above the brim 
Of waters that on every side 
Stretch forth mysterious and wide 

Till vision fails, and sight grows dim. 



Each wave that, as the tide flows near, 
Breaks on the shore, there leaves a line 
To mark the time-land's slow decline, 

And every wave men call a year. 
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And one who stands upon tHis shore 
May deep and deeper down hehold 
The min-trace of days of old, 

And of the time that is no more. 



As when some mariner descries 
At eyentide the darkening clond, 
And hears the hoarse wind rising loud. 

While Inrid light gleams in the skies : 



Then does he know their signs full well, 
And trims his bark and furls his sails 
Against the fury of the gales 

And rising storms which they foretell : 



So even now I see to loom 
A fearful tempest from on high ; 
I see the wrath-clad angels fly, 

And doubtful forms in shrouding gloom ; 



While clouds have gathered dense and low, 
And restless seas, in saddened tone, 
Lift up their voice divine to moan 

The horror of the coming woe. 
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Lo ! now the fierce waves thunder on 

Like legions to the battle-fray ; 

The feeble isle is swept away, 
And time is gone, for 'ever gone. 

And evermore that nnknown sea 
Forth stretches fathomless and wide, 
And there is nothing else beside 

Eternity, Eternity. 

Maod. Coll., Ozfobd. C. 
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>OVE at first sight ! To fools, they say, 
Leave all such folly : yet forsooth 
Affection in its earliest youth 
Holds o'er the heart mysterious sway. 




What is that strange magnetic power 
Which fastens in the heart for ever, 
With bonds that years refuse to sever, 

The face we saw but for an hour ? 



I met the earnest gaze of one : 
Into my soul it seemed to dart ; 
Those eyes were pictured in my heart 

As with the pencil of the sun. 
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Where'er I go those features rise 

"Before me. "What their wondrous spell ? 
Not the mere beauty of a shell : 

The soul that met me from those eyes I 

Yes ! eyes can speak when lips are dumb : 
For love the spirit seems to plead ; 
For in a gaze we sometimes read 

The yearnings that have yet to come. 

As childhood's hour can presage bear 
Of thoughts that yet in slumber lie, 
So in a maiden's medest eye 

The unstirred depths of love lie there I 

A foolish passion ? Be it so ; 
And yet I envy not the heart 
That never felt the thriUing smart 

A woman's glances can bestow. 

He that has felt no conscious tie 
Linking two spirits into one, 
A self- absorbing love for none— 

Has missed supreme humanity. 

Lincoln Coll., Oxpord. 
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HO would be a Spirit of Air, 
Wafted along in the boundless sky, 
Sweeping away in a whirlwind flight, 

Or soft as a Summer's sigh ? 



I would be a Spirit of Air ; 

On a Zephyr's wings I'd merrily sit, 

And over the plain. 

With its golden grain, 
And over the snow-crested hills, would I flit. 
In the tops of the forest trees I'd hide, 

TiU the Spirits of Air 

Should find me there. 
On the shadiest branch astride. 

YOL. IZ. 
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And out of my bower, when they found me, I'd fly, 
Laughing a mocking laugh in my pride ; 
And they should chase me abroad and away, 
Abroad and away in the merry blue sky ; 
They should chase me over the torrent's spray, 
And among the rocks where the sea-birds 'bide 
Preening their wings in the sammer day ; 
Over the blue abyss, 
Over the wavelets, one by one 
Tossing their heads, 
Leaping to kiss 
Our feet as we passed, 
With a twinkling laugh in the sun : 
Till the mermaidens came, with their locks flung free 
In a diamond sheen, in a golden blaze, 
From hunting the countless things of the sea. 
To gaze at our flight with a longing gaze. 
And on a purple cloud we'd rest, 
A purple cloud fropi the dusky west, 
Till the stars came forth in a silver maze ; 

Then would we rise, 
'Neath the myriad lamps of the spangled skies, 
Dancing away 

In a banded throng, 
To the grim- tuned deep 

Chanting a song. 
Dancing away 
To hail the sun as he rose from his sleep. 
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No wintry chill should be ours ; 

"We would follow 

The swallow, 
And follow the flowers ; 
Our food should he the jasmine's scent, 
Our drink the dew on the rose besprent. 
The sylph might boast of a leafy home. 
The river-nymph tell of the silver foam, 
The mermaid sing of a deeper wave, 
A gem-strewn sand and a coral cave ; 
Living in joy, living in love, 
"We'd change not for billow or torrent or grove. 

T&ni. Coll., Oxford. Van Dbusen. 




VOL. IX. J 2 



^j^arms ^xrrthts. 



A FRAGMENT. 




lOME was in terror : pale the augurs stood, 
And muttering low implored the gods for aid : 
But still the gulf yawned wide and deep— the 
gulf 
Which naught could fill. Before the holy shrines 
The women knelt, and to appease the wrath 
Of heaven brought gifts. At length response was made— 
Eome must devote, as offering to the gulf, 
Her greatest treasure — best and truest strength ; 
Thus should the state for evermore exist 
And flourish. While debating what was best — 
What was their greatest treasure— rose a youth, 
A noble Koman. ** What," he said, " could Home 
Count dearer than her brave and loving sons?" 



f 
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80 aimed ImnBelf and mounted on his horse, 
And plnnged into the gulf. The multitude 
Threw in their offerings after him ; and then 
The gulf closed up, and closing made a tomh 
To hear his name for ever, and to he 
A fair memorial to all future time. — 
A country^s treasure in her children lies, 
"Who count their country as their greatest prize. 

Tbin. Hall, Caxbridob. C. A. C. 
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OME haye I knoTm of soul as true and tender, 
Teatures as lovely, and a heart as firee ; 
But never have I seen in other maiden 
Like fairy glee. 



Glee like the summer waters, that, illumined 

By the full splendour of the noontide ray, 
In one unceasing tide of rippling laughter 
"Welcome the day. 



There is a tale, a simple ancient story, 

Told at the humblest and the highest board, 
Where'er in first calm infant slumbers deepeth 
Peasant or lord — 
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That often, as within the peaceful cradle 

Soft dreamland smiles upon its features rest, 
By angel hands the child is girt, hy angel 
Voices addrcEssd. 



But when first sins affix their blot, and darker 

The stain becometh daily, and more wide. 
Then one by one the sorrowing seraphs slowly 
Forsake its side. 



Yet sure the loving spirits longer tarried 

By one too pure to be forsaken thus, 
And stiU some angel monitor accosts thee. 
Unheard by us. 



Or haply in thy early spring some seraph 

Bent o'er thy cot, embracing thee the while, 
And still there lingers on those lips imprinted 
The angel's smile. 



Smile on, laug^ on, in all thy youth and faimeti ; 
Laugh on, smile on, and gladden still the glad, 
Bejoice the drooping spirit, make the moumer^s 
Sadness less sad. 
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So, Borrow banishing from all around thee, 

Thou Bhalt have love of others for thy meed, 
And He who dwells above shall emile upon thee 
In all thy need ; 

Till in thy latest hoar then sbalt look backward 

With trustful smile upon thy lifetime past, 
And to'ajoy eternal angels smiling 
Sear tJiee at last. 



Tbin. Cou;., Oitord. 
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)WAB written in the sand, 

" Glory to God on high," 
'Traced hy some idle hand, 
I know not why. 
The Sea, as though indignant at his wrong. 
That Man should sing his own majestic song, 
Slowly arose and filled 

The circling bay, 
And swept in solemn scorn 
The words away ! 

But on the shelving strand 

Duly he laid with care 

A wreath of sea- weed where 

The words had been ; 
And still 'twas written in the sand 

In watery sheen, 
" Glory to God on high." 

Hendiadys. 

TOL. UL. K 



^mt 



HY sittest thou by that ruined hall, 
Thou aged carle so stem and grey ? 
Dost thou its former pride recall. 
Or ponder how it passed away ? 




** Know'st thou not me ?" the deep voice cried, 
" So long enjoyed, so oft misused — 

Alternate in thy fickle pride, 
Desired, neglected, and accused ? 

<< Before my breath, like blazing flax, 

Man and his marvels pass away ; 
And changing empires wane and wax, 

Are founded, flourish, and decay. 



\ 
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IC age, cane senex, obducta pallide fronte. 

Atria cur multo suspicis uda situ ? 
Splendorem revocas lap8um,fastumque priorem 
An magis exitium versaque fata doles ? 




** Me vis ignorare ?" senis vox intonat ingens, 
'* Munera cm vitse pemiciosa facis — 

Muctuat inconstans, mutatur fastus in horam^ 
Et simul incusaSy negligis atque cupis. 



*' Mortales simul et mortalia facta, flagrantes 
Ceu stipulse pereunt flamine rapta meo : 

Begnum instat regno, crescitque caditque vicissim 
Conditur urbs, floret, lapsa ruina jacet. 
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"Eedeem thine hotirs, — the space is brief — 
While in my glass the sand-grains shiver, 
And measureless thy joy or grief. 

When Time and thou shalt part for ever ! 



ff 
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^* Garpe diem, cessator, arenula quseque tremiscii 
Ecce globo ! sapias, inyida vita fagit ; 
^e sine fine* dolor manet aut sine fine yoluptas,. 
TempuB nbi extremo dixerit ore — ^vale." 
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" Naturam furca expellas, tamen usque reGurrit." 



aAEK thou yon aged yew, 

Whom Fashion's scissors, in a time gone by 
Did yearly crop anew, 
To formal shapes that every taste defy : — 




Now, spreading far and wide 
Its giant arms across the heaving sward, 

It doth the past deride, 
And to its dead oblivious shade afford. 



From sunny meadows take 
A soaring lark, and let long years be spent. 

Without a change to break 
The dreary waste of his imprisonment : — 
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Then set the captive tree, 
And straight he doth his cramped wings extend, 

And through the airy sea 
Bight gladly to the ** gate of heaven '' ascend. 

With massive stones ensure 
A proud obedience from the curling wave, 

And let the pile endure 
While ages pay their tribute to the grave :— 

But if a chance destroy 
The fabric, after many years have flown, 

Look ! with what savage joy 
The untamed Ocean doth reclaim his own ! 

So Nature doth display 
In all her works, a power that will be free, 

Which if thou seek to stay, 
*T will cease not striving till it conquer thee. 

fixBTEu Coll., Oxford. G. B. B. 
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Only by and by 

Other end will come, 
When my God from high 

Galls me to my home ; 
Oh ! may I be then 

Quite prepared to go 
Down the silent glen 

To the shades below ! 

When the trumpet calls 

In the ending skies, 
Free from death's strong thralls 

Glad may I arise, 
Fashioned in the form 

Of my Saviour Friend ! 
Saved from every storm. 

Heaven ! be thou my end ! 

«r£8U8 Coll., Ozpobd. ^tktXtns, 
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)HE moon is bright on Venice* azure bay, 
And mirrored in its placid deep appears 
The lovely reflex of a starry sky. 
How beautiful I the tiny wavelets dance 
And revel in the moonbeam's silvery sheen 
And ripple into white-dissolving foam. 
No stir, no sound of life — the flsher's bark 
Lies idly on the beach, while far below 
His finny prey in coral chambers sleep ; 
No stir, — save when some dusky cormorant 
Flaps with his gloomy pinion o'er the wave 
And screeching forth his hoarse and bodeful c 
Startles the echoes of the sea-worn caves. 
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But lo ! far out upon the star-lit bay 
A gondola glides on with muffled oar 
And draws a trail of phosphorescent light. 
Slowly it steals upon its stealthy way, 
The foamy spangles flashing from its prow 
On some dark errand bound : — no boisterous mirth 
Peals o'er the blue expanse, no soft guitar 
flings its wild music o'er the purple wave. 
But all is still as death ! no crew is there 
Save one dark form that plies the bending oar^ 
And stands in gloomy contrast to the sky. 
Sure Charon and his sullen boat have left 
The sad and loveless waters of the Styx, 
To visit Yenice' bay ! 

See, now he rests 
And sweeps the elf-locks from his swarthy brow, 
Scanning the ocean's face ; — ^but all is still, 
And he is far from man and mortal ken ;' 
Hell gleams within his eye ! the starting veins, 
The quivering features, and the firm-clenched hand 
Betray his cruel purpose ; — forth he drags 
A dread mysterious burden from the bark 
And sinks it in the wave j — a fearful shriek, 
The last vdld utterance of human woe, 
Thrills through the trembling night; — a gurgling sound, 
A few faint ripples, and the deed is done ! 
And jealousy has wrought a maiden's doom I 
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lE is gone, and may kindly powers defend him 
On his passage across the broad blue main ! 
I must wait till some chance or sick-leave be- 
Mend him, 
And send him back to his home again. 



No more of him for some weary years — 
Of his eager old eye, and his wise old way ; 

Of the heart that was with me through hopes and fears,. 
And loved me ever, through grave and gay ! 



There in his cozy oak-panelled room, 
Where t<^ether we sat before the fire. 

In our ^* after-haU " musings in twilight 
While, in many a dimly floating gyre, 
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The cream-like smoke would arise and blend 

From our twin meerschaums, and sweet converse 

We joined in — I and my dear old friend — 
And arranged the affairs of the universe ! 



We talked of politics, church and state ; 

And then he would light his lamp,. and we 
Would talk over books, and hold debate 

On our favorite flowers of poesy : 



But dear old Browning most, who is 

So quaint and queer, yet so grand at times. 

With that kind great soul and humour of his 
That wells through all his rough rich rhymes. 



We spent whole hours on him, nothing loth 
(The gold that's dug deepest the most we prize), 

Although " Sordello " baffled us both, 

And part of *' James Lee " was sealed £rom our eyes. 



But on graver thoughts we would ofb begin — 
Of our sorrows, our doubt and faith in strife, — 

And seek a cure for the folly and sin 
Which each had found in his road through life. 
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Lnd he spoke such thoughts as gave new light, 

And I tried to do the same for him, 
(ut in vain ; for his mind was crystal bright : 

Mine, at its best, was but dull and dim. 

^xit Mendships end, like all things human, 
And he's parted from me by leagues of sea ; 

^xit " wonderful, passing the love of woman,*' 
"Was my love for him, and his love for me ! 

^ .N.C., OxpoBD. W. E. W. 
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gii^AST ereniiig I saw an angel 
^^^ Hia great white pinionB wave. 

And he passed throngh a quiet choicb 

And stopped at an infant's grave, 

And taking a ray of sunshine 

Out of his pinions bright. 
He laid it among the violets, 

And it formed a cross of light. 



This moming I went to the chorchyard : 
AU through the thin blue aii 

The angel had flown to Heaven, 
Sut the sunshine still was there. 
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p^^OPES, laughing hopes, and lightning fears, 
I^^K And snnnj smiles and pearly tears ; 
The Thing that dies and re-appears, 
And murmurs down the misty years. 



White-wing6d joys that went and came, 
Like spirits' breath or flying flame — 
The same indeed, yet not the same — 
And left (exhaling) but a name. 



Blossoms, and yellow Autumn leaves ; 

Bed roses, and the golden sheaves ; 

Swift swallows singing at the eaves ; 

And that which glads, and that which grieves. 
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Ghreen lawn, and happy playing-field ; 
Pale snows, and froits of annual yield ; 
The sun's wide beams, the moon's fair shield ; 
And pangs suppressed, and doubts concealed. 



The child that twines around our soul ; 
The tumult when the thunders roll ; 
Religion's soft and sweet control, 
And the inexplicable Whole. 



The dark mossed graye, the clod's dull rattle ; 
The marriage-feast ; the storm of battle ; 
The windy strife ; the baby's prattle ; 
Evening, and shadows of the cattle. 



Bright hair that trails against the wind ; 
The frosts of age, and blood confined ; 
Far-darting eyes, and sight that's blind ; 
Gold Matter, and the inspiring Mind. 



The household, and the hearth aglow ; 
The lightning dance ; the world of woe j 
The forms that stay, and those that go ; 
And the Eternal cosmic Flow. 
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Wliite sunshine and the hungry dust ; 
The quickening oil, the killing rust ; 
Fond wine and woman, and the trust 
Of those who go where all men must. 



COACHEM. 




®n t^c 3ea. 



'^^^W'- 




jHEBE'S a lovely lake called Bushmere^ 
Bowered in beauty and in hush, mere 
Frozen fluid — 
Where the Druid, 
Or the Dryad, used to flutter, 
To meander, and to mutter — 
Where I've lunched on bread-and-butter. 

Men and gods ! 
Where's the odds ? 
Pancakes are as good as periods. 
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Here we came and skated over, 

In the woods so fair and so ver- 
dant in summer ; 
Every comer 

Skated to the admiration 

Of each other, each in station 

Made the circumnavigation. 

Gods and men ! 
Where and when ? 
Why, at Bushmere, in the winter — ^then 

Bound and round in merry motion, 
Skated we — and I've a notion 

Some cut figures. 

How the niggers, 
Who have never ice, would murmur, 
If they saw us (down in Burmah) 
Water tread like terra firma. 

Men and gods ! 

We're but clods. 
They would cry, the wisest of us nods. 

Well, and these are my conclusions — 
Ice and skating are delusions 

Of the senses. 

What condenses 
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"Water ? Nothing but our fancy. 
Eather " would I were with Nancy,*' 
Or ** a daisy," or a pansy. 

Gods and men ! 

Don't ye ken, 
Ink and inspiration fail my pen ? 

COAOHEM. 
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ig^^H ! who may gaze upon that lovely three, 
J^M^ Rendered immortal by the painter's art, 

And turn aside unmoved ? I do not daim 
To share the Stoic's pride, or stem es§ay. 
With deadened feelings and a heart all chilled 
By long restraint, to look upon a form 
Of loveliness without one foud desire. 
JStty ! for as Beauty bids my conscious mind 
Pay her due homage, so a scene of woe 
Can touch some hidden spring within my heart, 
And thus methinks I find a recompense 
In sympathy. In some such mood I gazed 
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On these three maidens, and beheld on each 

Fair countenance the history of her love 

In breathing characters ; and thus I mused : — 

The radiant eye ; the smile now here, now there, 

Dimpling that lovely cheek ; the restless hand. 

So fitful, sporting by those gates of pearl ; 

All bespeak her, for whom those strains possess 

Some hidden charm, some secret spring of joy, 

That none may know but she ; for what save love. 

And the sweet consciousness that one she loves 

And one by whom she is beloved is nigh. 

Could kindle on that girlish countenance 

A smile so womanly ? Again, mine eye 

Eests on that other stately form, but here 

No childish love I mark, nor love just bom 

A few brief hours or days. No ! in those eyes 

So calm, so pensive in their majesty 

(And yet a»majesty wherein there dwells 

A deep, deep fount of tenderness) I trace 

The love of years, but still a love that seeks 

Its full completion ; for her loved one toils 

In distant lands upon the martial plain, 

To earn the victor's laurel, and return 

To lay it down untarnished at the feet 

Of her, in whom sadness and happiness 

Now blend in strange accord, the while she hears, 
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AW' loprefjieig aviZriv peSyrtov 
'EvpvdfjLfjjQ T€OVQ 7r\6Kafioi icar' utfiov, 
"^oirepoy ZUav poh6\povy TeXevaac 

Nv«roc ipefLvdc* 

Nv/x^a Ktipiutwfu AeipuHffffaf 
Aeiploig K6fi(jjQ iripi irapBivowi 

Tbin. Coll., Oxford. Van Dbusen. 
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SAW a face at my lattice 
Pressed close to the rattling pane, 
And the cheeks, that once were rosy, 
Were sprinkled with summer rain. 




I saw a cold form lying 
On a pnrple-covered bier, 

And nigh to the dark-firinged eyelid 
There hong an icy tear. 

I woke ! and the face at my lattice 
Was a rosebud shining through ; 

The cold form — a broken lily. 
The tear — a drop of dew. 



B.N.C., OXFOBD. 
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JUTTING words together, sat I on a day — 
Barring wind and weather, 'twere a momiBg 

gay- 
Thought I of my neighbour, thought I of myself, 

If I lost my labour there was still a shelf — 

And I Baid, supposing two and two make four, 

Some may murmur, sing ! knocking at the door. 



Putting words together, sat I on a morn — 
Tickling with a feather pussy-cat forlorn — 
Fingering my tobacco-pouch upon a seat, 
Until with a whack, ! fell it at my feet — 
And I wrote at random in a blotting-book — 
When l&om pot and pan dom-inion came the cook. 
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Putting words together, sat I on a day — 
"Wondering what my tether would not let me say — 
Playing with delusions of the fancy's bump, 
Coming to conclusions with hop, step, and jump — 
Thought I whiskey-toddy is the thing for us, 
Motion of the body being superfluous. 

Putting words together, sat I on a mom — 
Doubting, doubting whether I had got a com — 
Clomb I to a climax in my argument, 
What i^ what if I max-ims should circumvent ? — 
When with a great turmoil never heard before. 
Both my lamp and sperm oil fell upon the floor. 

Putting words together, sat I on a day — 
Breamed of purple heather, dreamed of Botany Bay- 
Breamed of lads and lasses I had known in youth, 
And of brimming glasses where I sought for tmth — 
When, as on the Isis if two rowlocks clash, 
With a sudden crisis my poor chair went smash. 

COACHEM. 
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AN ALLEGORY. 




DOWN two rivulets, 

Borne on the mountain slopes, 
Two leaflets bright were borne along. 

Buoyed by the fairest hopes. 



Swiftly the stream flowed on, 
'Twas all one life bf joy ; 

And merrily they floated by, 
Their mirth knew no alloy. 



But soon the streamlets met 
In one large swelling tide. 

That on its rippling waters bore 
These leaflets side by side. 
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Oh ! joyous was their life 
Of happiness and peace, 
Blest by their loving interconrse ; 
Bat ah ! how soon to cease ! 



Far down the stream there came 
A cruel stonny blast, 
And parted with relentless hand 
The leaflets, as it passed. 

Ah ! then in silent grief 
They floated, but apart ; 
And each now felt how dear had grown 
The other to its heart. 



Sadly they floated on 
Apart, but yet in sight ; 
Now tossed upon the wavelet's crest, 
I^ow hid by blackest night. 

And still they shall be borne 
Through many a rapid's roar. 
Ere in the placid lake they meet, 
And meet to part no more. 
VOL. rx. "^ 
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Glad will that meeting then 
To each lone leaflet be, 
And side by side once more they'll float 
In sweet tranquillity. 

And though the stormy winds 
Sweep o'er the placid mere, 
These leaflets bound by closest ties 
ShaU. feel no cause for fear. 

Thus through a life of joy 
They'U float unto the strand, 
Where storms are hushed, and smiles the ran 
Upon a happier land. 



£xETER Coll., Oxfobd. W. /. S. 
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>ME,' did you say, my darling ? We haven't got 

where to go ! 
Only the dreary pavement, only the freezing snow, 
Only the hard cold stones against our weary feet. 
Only the flaring lamplight, only the open street ! 



* Cold/ did you say, my darling ? I know the cloak is 

thin, 
But I haven't got anything better or warmer to wrap you in ! 
^et hug it closer round you, though it « so thin and old, 
And we'll go and sit on this doorstep, out of the bitter cold ! 



We can hear the loud bells ringing: I love to hear them so ! 
They remind me of one past New Year's Eve, only a year 
ago; 

vol. TX.. M 2 
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Only twelve short short months, but they seem like as 

many years ; 
Then my eyes shone brightly, but now — they are dull 

with tears. 

A New Year's Eve, my darling, — the last that I was to see 
With my husband, round the fireside, and you upon my 

knee ; 
And, as the bells were ringing — just as it may be to-night- 
He talked of the Past and the Present, and all looked 

cheerful and bright. 

He talked of a soft Spring morning, when first he saw my 

face : — 
He was an unknown painter, and had come to stay in the 

place ; 
And he used to take his painting out in the sunny land- 
It was there that first I met him, it was there that he asked 

my hand. 

And oft at eve in the sunlight by the fern-clad stile we 

stood 
That leads firom the field of clover into the hazel wood, 
While the thousand voices of Labour came up from the 

village below. 
And through the leaves beside us we heard the river flow. 



i 
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And fondly he talked of our marriage, and anon of a happy 

mom I 
All in the flowery summer, when, darling, you were horn ; 
Until soon the candle flickered, and the falling ashes grew 

• dim- 
Then we slept, and aU through the quiet I lay and dreamt 

of him. 

Gladly I woke on the morrow, the first day of the year ; 
Gladly I heard from the YiLlage the chimes go loud and 

clear: 
Glaidly I woke, and leant over to kiss your sunny hair. 
And I turned to kiss your father — I turned — but he was 

not there. 

Gone ! after all his fondness, on the Old Year's dying day ! 
Gone ! after all his kind words ! But a letter remained 

to say 
'That he long had feared his parents wouldn't know him 

for their own. 
If they heard of his humble marriage — so he left me all 

alone! 

And the parish turned us out : it wasn't our house, they said : 
Oh God ! but is it wicked to wish that I were dead ? 
They came and turned us out, and we hadn't got where 

togo,— 
Only the dreary common, only the driving snow. 
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And all looked bleak and friendless, and I clasped you, 

darling, tight — 
Clasped you tight to my bosom, and away in the dark 

rough night, 
Away from the sleeping village, along the desolate road 
"We walked, until soon before us the lights in London 

glowed. 

But the brightness seemed to mock us, and the glare to 

laugh us down, 
As weary and faint with our journey we entered the noisy 

town ; 
And the heartless passers spumed us — they never had 

known a care — 
Oh God ! it is hard, my darling — Oh God ! it is hard to 

bear! 

And once on an Autumn evening, as I was wandering by, 
I stopped and looked in at a window, I looked — but I know 

not why ; 
And by the cheerful fireside I saw a well-known face, 
And another, a lovely maiden, was sitting there in my 

place. 

And my spirit yearned towards her, but could / say a 

word? 
go I bitterly wept at the window — it was only the rain 

they heard : 
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My spirit yearned towards her, to tell her to have good 

care : 
For I said in my anger, *' The painter has another victim 

there !" 

But I cheeked the vrords of anger, I wouldn't darken their 

love, 
If he doesn't care about me, there's One who does above ! 
Yet still I can see that window, and the well-known 

features there — 
Oh God ! it is hard, my darling — Oh God ! it is hard to 

bear ! 

It was only yesterday evening that they passed us in the 

street, 
But he turned his face to the darkness, not to see who lay 

at his feet, 
Nor saw the sweet look of compassion that crossed his 

wife's fair face — 
Little, I trow, she fancied she held my rightful place. 

Listen ! the bells are telling the Year is dying slow : 
It was just like this that I heard them only a year ago ! 
They sound like the bells of our village, rolling up from 

below the hill — 
Why don't you answer, darling ? why do you lie so still ? 
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Why are the hlue eyes closed ? Why are the limbs so cold ?^ 
And yet on the pale lip lingers the sunny smile of old — 
[But while the bells were ringing out through the frosty^" 

air, 
An angel had taken my darling to Heaven, to be happy^ 

there !] 

' Home,' did you say, my darling ? Yes, yowVe found a. 

home of rest, 
Although your fr^ little body hangs lifeless on my breast I 
* Home,' did I say, my darling ? / haven't got wher^ 

to go,— 
Only the hard hard pavement— only the cold cold snow I 

B.N.C., Oxford. F. 
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ZYMATO)IAS rode to the meet 

On a fast-trotting cream-coloured cob, 
With very queer boots on his feet, 
And a very queer hat on his knob. 




And Harold the Dauntless, was there, 
And Roland the pet of Eomance ; 

And Tancred, and Bobin Adair, 

And Henry the Fifth — King of France. 



Amenophis, too, came in his car, 
With Napoleon the First by his side. 

Garibaldi and Peter the Czar, 

The Pope and the Freebooter's Bride. 
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The dogs were all purple and green, 
Except one that was yellow and red ; 

Each one for a tail had a bean, 
And a kettle in place of a head. 

They hadn't a fox or a pig, 

A lion, an emu, or hare, 
A rabbit, a mouse, or a grig, 

A stag, or a tame grizzly bear. 

So each down his throat put his leg. 

Not knowing what better to do ; 
Till Harold cried, ** Dear sirs, I beg 

That you'U chase the pea-green Kangaroo." 



So they hunted him all the day long. 
Over mountain, and valley, and dale ; 

Till Napoleon (who couldn't go wrong) 
Caught hold of the beast by the tail. 



Then they cooked him with spiders and flies, 
And ate him with pickles and peas ; 

While some cheerfully turned up their eyes. 
Others sorrowfully turned in their knees. 
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Then they all vanished into the air, 

Having nothing whatever to do ; 
Except Harold and Eohin Adair, 

Who bit one another in two. 

MORAL. 

If you see riding by on the road 

Amenophis, or any such fellow, 
Don't rapidly change your abode. 

Though your landlady's face be bright yellow. 

Christ Coll., Cambridge. X. T. B. 
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l^j^HERE was an old man who cried, " How 
Shall I fly from this terrible cow ? 
'I will sit on this stile 
And continue to smile, 
Which may soften the heart of this cow." 




^HEEE was an old man in a tree, 

Who was terribly bored by a bee ; 
'When they asked *' Does it buzz ?" 
He said " Eather it does, 
It's a horrible brute of a bee.'* 



Book of yonsente. 
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rEPON fiiv liv TiQ 6q ttot cl?re 7r«c kfioi 
deivfJQ hXviu) Tfjtrde rfjc fiooc fiicLv ; 
TTpOQ dewy kv epKCi TfS* iyu) KaSrjfiivoc 
fjLtvGt vpo(^aLvuiv (^atZpbv ofifiaaip yi\(i)y 
(^C Siipa OeX^w ivoTrapairriTOv (jivcrei. 




[CRTE senex quidam consedit in arbore summa 

Horrida quein infesto dente petebat apis. 
'* Nonne fremit ?" clamant cjmites ; " Pro Jupi- 
ter," inquit, 
" Hoc facit baud dubie bellua terribilis." 
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^E'S the last " viva voce " 

Left sitting alone ; 
All his lucky companions 
Have finished and gone : 
Kot a man from his College, 

No Mend is there nigh 
To get his " Testamur," 

And walk down the " High." 



"I'll not keep thee, thou lone one, 

To pine in these * quads,' — 
Since your papers are * satis,' 

We'll let you through * Mods.' 
Thus kindly I give thee 

Our leave to go down. 
Where thy mates of the College 

Await thee in town." 



^e I,ti$i "Itivi TJoca." 
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** So soon may / follow, 

Wlien friends will not stay, 
And the ' Common Boom ' circle 

Has melted away. 
When rooms are all empty, 

And their tenants are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This slow place alone ?'* 



Moors. 
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HEN the British warrior qneen. 
Bleeding firom the Eoman rods. 
Sought with an indignant mien 
Counsel of her country's gods. 




Sage beneath a spreading oak 
Sat the Druid, hoary chief; 

Every burning word he spoke, 
Full of rage, and full of grief:- 



^' Princess ! if our aged eyes 

"Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 
'Tis because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 
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T fera Bellatrixy Eegina Britannica, flagrans 

Verbera, qu8B nuper Roma inimica dedit, 
Corda furensi mentemque firemeus, anlmumque, 
patemoB 
Auxilium petiit consiliuinque Deos ; 



Persapiens patulse recreante sub ilicis umbra 
Consedit vates, canueratque caput. 

HfiBC sunt verba senis, quae dira et fervida dixit, 
Hie rabiem cemas, attamen angor adest : — 



'* Eegina potens ! si lumina fessa senectsl 
Heu mala deploranda intoleranda yiris : 

Hsec ita sunt quia nos virgas patiamur inultaS; 
TeiTores linguiB denegat atra Fames. 
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" Kome shall perish ! — write that word 
In the hlood that she has spilt ; 
Perishy hopeless and abhorred, 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 



" Borne, for empire far renowned, 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 
Soon her pride shall kiss the ground. 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 



** Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier's name ; 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize ; 
Harmony, the path to fame. 

" But the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land, 
Armed with thunder, clad with wings. 
Shall a wider world command. 



" Eegions Gsesar neyer knew 
Thy posterity shall sway, — 
Where his eagles neyer flew, 
NoDe invincible as they." 



Idem X^iine. 175 



" Boma superba cadet ! properate inscribere nomen ; 

Effdso manans sanguine lapsa met. 
Spe dejecta cadet, cunctis invisa Britanms, 

Ut fait opprobrium sic pudor Urbis erit. 



'' Boma ferox, prseelara regens super omnia late, 
Millia sub pedibus corpora victa teret. 

Mox humilem tanget peritura superbia terram 
Barbaras en Grallus pugnat et ante fores ! 



" Bomani insurgenty belli ferrore carentes, 

Spernentes belli nomen et officium. 
Anna modis cedent palmam, meritumque decorem, 

£t sonitus citharae fiet honoris iter. 



" Attamen e nobis generosior orta juTentus 
Erompet sylris ilicibusque viam. 

Fulminibus fidens, celeresque potentior ignes, 
Latins, elapw tempore, regna reget. 



'* FecnndoB fines, quos ignorabat lulus, 

Posteritas yinoet, juraque justa dabit. 
Quos neque Tiserunt aquilie, neque signa Qnirina 

Yictores quondam i€^;na Latina ruent.'' 

VOL. IX. y 2 



!6oddi$ed> 



Such the bard's prophetic words. 
Pregnant with celestial fire, 

Bending as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awfdl lyre. 



She, with all a monarch's pride, 
Felt them in her bosom glow ; 

Enshed to battle, fonght, and died — 
Dying, hurled them at the foe. 



Euffians, pitiless as proud ! 

Heaven awards the vengeance due ; 
Empire is on ns bestowed. 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 




m 



lietd' 



ti«titte. 




^jhotdas ternbdw a 

^ bxcensa foiote 

„aicetimP^^^^,^pudonue 





r.B 



OBimi'CoU'' 



0%yo»^>' 




FREE TRANSLATION OF A 



^l^0rus from sEpJ^ijgtnia in J^Olauris, 



LINE 1057. 




JWEET Halcyon, who, by the sea, 
In ever doleful elegy 

Dost mourn thy absent mate, 
Where lone and black the steep cliffs rise, 
And wind of Ocean softly sighs 

Responsive to thy fate. 
Like you / mourn the livelong day, 
And sigh for loved ones far away, 
Like you I chant a plaintive lay. 

Alone and desolate. 



^horus from Iphigenia in ^urJ8. 179 

much loved Hellas ! Absent long 
:vom thee, thy name shall grace my song. 

Thou land of pure delight. 
sigh for that far distant grove, 
ere sweet Lucina loved to rove 

On Cynthia's rocky height : 
ere crested pahns are wont to throw 
-KDark shadows o'er the sward below, 
^"\Vhere sweetly blended may be seen 
^Xhe olive's bine, the laurel's green, 

Where in maternal throes 
Xong since the £Edr Latona lay. 
When Artemis first saw the day, 
While from the lake in warblings gay 

The wild swans' notes arose. 

Land of my birth ! What words can tell 
How bitter were the tears tiiat fell. 

How sad my wailings were ; 
When, urged by foeman's threatening spear, 
I left my home and kindred dear, 

A captive's lot to bear ! 
Here, slave to her whose pious hand 
Works slaughter at the great command 

Of Artemis, I dwell 
And envy e'en her constant woes. 
For " custom proves a cure to those 

Who learn to suffer welL" 



180 (College Kh)|mes* 

Her lot BO long with sorrow cast, 
Bright days must surely dawn at last, 

Her chain of griefs to sever 
Homeward her form the harque shall bear 
Sweet hours shall yet be hers to share, 

But mine have fled for ever ! 



Oh ! give me wings that I may fly 
'Mid ether pure and golden light. 

O'er vale and mountain wear 
Till native Hellas greets my sight, 
There at my threshold to alight, 

Again to wander never ! 



In thy fond arms, mother, dear ! 
The tale of many a bitter year 

I then would sob to thee, 
As e'en in childhood long ago 
I ever brought each infant woe 

To thy beloved knee. 

'Twould then be mine to wreathe onc( 
The graceful dance with careless thrc 
Again from glowing lips should pour 
In liquid tones the festive song. 



(^hoitus it{om Iphigenia in $autti$. 181 

Then shonld my raven locks be given 
Unfettered to the wind of heaven — 

But ah ! my dream is vain I 
goddess ! hear my bitter cry, 
And take me — if 'tis but to die — 

Oh ! take me home again ! 

Chbist Coll., Cambbiboe. Sphinx. 





t. 




;N a drear-nighted December, 

Too happy, happy tree. 
Thy branches ne'er remember 
Their gi;een felicity ; 
The North cannot undo them 
With a sleety whistle through them, 
Nor frozen thawings glue them 

Erom budding at the prime. 



In a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook. 

Thy bubblings ne'er remember 
Apollo's summer look ; 

But with a sweet forgetting 

They stay their crystal fretting, 

Never, never petting 

About the frozen time. 



Warn ^sixnt D^ebJiiium. 



^jnfigUBA ut brama tegit polum 

^^W Ah, felis nimittm, non tua brachia, 

ArboB, prseteritse dolent 
^statis Tuidem nuda saperbiam. 

Hand istis Boreas uocet. 
Per ramos gclida grasdine Bibilans : 

Hand iatis glacies vetat, 
rtondea qnin virides vere feront novo. 

Dnra at broma tegit polum 
Felices nimium fontis aquae sacri 

In CGelam saliout, panmi 
^Btivi memorea oris ApoUinis 

Lictis jam qaerimoniis 
Deponnnt rabiem flnmina vitrca, 

Nee vano gcmitn fera 
Objurgant miecne tcmpora bigoru. 



184 Change. 

Ah ! would 'twere so with many 

A gentle girl and boy ; 
But were there ever any 

Writhed not at passed joy ? 
To know the change and feel it 
When there is none to heal it, 
Nor numbed sense to steal it — 
Was never said in rhyme. 



J. SWEATS. 




Idem Xsdiine Kaddiium. 185 

■ , — 

si non aliter foret 
Casio cuiqne viro, cuique puellulae ! 

Hen credo omne genus dolet 
HamanTim yidui gaudia pectoris ; 

Cor namque et videt et dolet 
Hen onmi arte vices immedicabiles, 

l^ec luctum relevat sopor — 
Has non res miserse Musa canit lyrse. 

TsixiTT Coll., Camb&idoe. H. H. J. 








S fantastic wreaths are curling 
From my carven meerschaum bowl, 

Visions of a past vacation 
Rise before my weary soul. 



Visions of a pleasant summer 
Spent amid the wilds of Wales — 

Of picnics among its mountains, 
Croquet parties in its vales. 

And among my dreaming pictures 
Comes a form divinely fair, — 

Blue eyes from long lashes peeping. 
And huge coils of golden hair. 



J^houghts on $t. Valentine. 187 

And my thoughts go back to croquet, 

And a certain game I played 
With the vision fair before me, 

Underneath the old oak's shade. 

(In the distance mighty Snowdon, 

On whose steep and craggy top 
Toil-worn tourists quench their thirst in 

What the Tulgar know as " Pop.*') 

Pair young head in hat bewitching — 

Tasselled boots and dainty feet — 
Short dress looped in graceful folds up, 

Which the taper ankles meet. 

Mallet falls with vicious croquet, 

Sending my unhappy ball 
On comptdsory inspection 

Of the distant garden wall ; 

While the striker imprints deeply, 

By her charm of girlish grace. 
Lines upon my heart which never 

Aught hereafter shall efface. 
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But such reveries don't conduce to 
Beading for approaching '' Mods/' 

And impart by no means clearness 
To the Greek of Homer's gods ; 

[N'either do they shed much light on 
Involved sentences of Mill, 

Nor unravel strange constructions 
With a Bopp's or Poppo's skill. 



On this feast-day came a missive, 
And the hand was feigned and quaint : 

Could it come from blue-eyed Mabel, 
Golden-haloed like a saint ? 



« 



Smoking weed of vast dimensionB, 

Stood in cap and gown a guy, 
And beneath rude verses written ; 

And the person meant was L 

Much I fear mine own fiEimiliar 
Friend has done me this despite. 

One more pipe to plan my vengeance ! 
No more reveries to-night. 

"Worcester Coll., Oxford. P. M. W. B. 
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T. & G. SIIRIMI'TON, BROAD SIKKFl 
CAMBRiutt; Macmillan and Cl), 



CHARLES FORREST, 



5 TURL STREET, OXFORD. 



X/5# of Foreign Liqueurs^ WineSj Ales^ Sfc. 



Chartreuse. 

Trappistine. 

Marischino di Zkra. 

CURA9A0 Orange, Green, and 
White, {Amsterdam J. 

Cherry Brandy {Heeriiig's 
Copenhageii). 

Creme de Noyau {Pink and 
White), Cacao, Creole, 
Myrobolanti, Citron- 
elle, Menthe, Cafe, An 13, 
Orandmaison, Fort St, 
Pierre, Martinique, 

Goldwater {Dantzie), 

Dutch Bitters ( JVynand 
Fockinh's), 

Milk Punch. 

Orange Bitters. 



Brandy. 

Rum. 

Gin. 

Whiskey. 

Hollands. 

Port. 

Sherry, Pale 

Sherry, Brown. 

Claret (Vin de Bordeaux), 

Claret (-S'^. Julieny 

Claret {St, Emilion, a Jine 

ajter-dinner witie). 
Claret {La Rose). 
Claret {Genuifie Chateau 

Lcifitte), 
Champagne. 
Sparkling Hock. 
Sparkling Moselle. 



All Bottles are Given in. 



gesgjeris Sftipplwb on l^e Sfeorttst ^oikt, — |a (fwams nnb 

Wiuttx |«0. 
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S. W. TAYLOR, 

^mrtttiil CiiHor '^ ^Icrbc lllakcr, 

HAHER AND SHIirf MAKER, 
6 & 7 SHIP STREET, 



IX returning thanks for past favours, begs to announce that 
he has purchased a very large Stock of Goods from the 
best Manufacturers, suitable for the present season, "which 
cannot be excelled by any house in Oxford ; and assures those 
who may honour him with their commands that they may de- 
pend upon the latest fashions, in point of style and workman- 
ship, equal to any London Firm. 

SPECIAL ATTENTION IS CALLED TO THE STOCK OF 

Bedford Cord, Waterproof Meltons, and Elastic Tweeds. 

for Biding*, Hunting, &c. 

LIST OF PRICES:- 

Scotch Tweed or Cheviot Suit .. .. 60 o 

Fancy Mixture or Melton Coat . . . . :^5 

The New Mixture in Troussrings 14 G 

White Flannel Trousers, leather-seat lining 16 Q 

Commoner's Gap & Gown, Second-hand, 7s. Gd. . . New Hi G 

M.A. or B.A. Gown .. . . do. . . 12s. 6«l. .. do. 25 

Do do. Hood . . . . do. . . 7d. GJ. . . do. 20 

Fine Linen Surplice .. do. .. Ss. Gd. .. do. 21 o 

A large assortment of Second-hand Commoners' , Bachelors'^ 
and Masters" Gowns, Cujjs, Hoods, Surplices, ^c. 



UNIVERSITY RIFLE UNIFORM, Complete, 60s. 

RErAIES AXD ALTER ATIOXS. 

a 
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WOODWARD, 




mi antr Slj0t 




afetr 



6 TURL STREET, 

(Opposite Lmcoln College) 



o x: jp o 



BEGS to thank the IToblemeii and Gentry of —the 
University, City, and County, for the very lib^^ra 
patronage coni'tTTOvl on him for the last Thirty Ye- -an 
and respoctlully solicits a continuance. 

LIST OF PBICES:— 



Top Bootg 
Kapoleon Boots .. 
Wellington Boots 
Elastic Lace Boots 
Elastic Boots . . 
Shooticg Boots 
Balmoral !b:ots 
Batton Boots 
Oxonian Shoes 
Bacquet or Cricket Shoes . 



CASH. 

£ «. d. 

2 4 


CllEDl- 
£ c. 
2 8 





2 2 


2 6 





1 G 


1 8 





1 G 


1 8 





1 2 


1 4 





1 G 


1 8 





1 2 


1 4 





1 2 


1 A 





12 


14 





16 


18 






RIFLE AND OTHER LEGGINGS. 



Hunting JBoois Cleaned on the Shofiest ICotice. 

REPAias ^TLL.Tnri '£ss.^:;vstss>« 
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TEGG'S CLASSICAL TEXTS. 

Clarefully Revised from the Best Editions. Fcap. 8vo 
^Hhjli EmnoDides, from the Horatii Ars Foetica, from the 






text of Dindorf, revised by 
^)onaldflon, 1/. 

■Wiyli Fzomethens VincttiB, 
^m the text of Dindorf, re- 
vised by Donaldson, 1/. 
^*Bar de Bello Galileo, i. to iv., 
^th Not«s explanatory of the 
text, by the Rev. J. R. Major, 
A,M.,F.S.A., 1/6 
VOQro de Offidis, from the text 
of Zumpt, with Notes by the 
^^v. G. B. \VTieeler, A.M., 2/. 
^ero pro Munena, revised by 
3adham,with Notes, &c. by the 
Ilev. G. B.Wheeler, A.M., 1/. 
weeronifl de Amicitia et de 
^toeetate Dialog!, with Notes 
explanatory of the text, by 
Cyrus R. Edmonds, 1/, 
^^Qero pro Milone, from the 
text of Orellius, with Notes 
explanatory of the text, by the 
Hev. R.Major, A.M.,F.S.A. 1/. 
^Icero pro Flancio, from the 
text of Wunder, with Notes 
. by Rev. G.B.Wheeler. A.M. 1/. 
'^icero Oratio FhillippieaSecnnda 
from the text of Orellius, with 
Notes by Rev. G. B. Wheeler, 
A.M., 1/. 
^omelii Nepotis Vitas Illastrlam 
Imperatonim, ad Fidem Opti- 
monim Codioum CaetigataB. 
New Edition with Notes by the 
Rev. G. B. Wheeler, A.M., 1/6 
^lemosthexiis Orationes Selectee, 

1/6 
BemostheneB in Leptinem, 1/. 
Euripidis Bacchse, &om the text 

of Bothe, 1/. 
Ezeerpta ez Arriuio, Extracts 
from Arrian's Anabasis, from 
the text of K. W. Kriiger, re- 
vised by Donaldson, 2/6 
Ezeerpta ex Taciti Annalibas, 

by Trofessor Pillans, 2/6 
Ezeerpta e Luciano, with an In- 
troduction hy the Rev. W. 
Brownrigg Sz^ith, A.M., 2/6 



most recent texts, 6d 

Horatii Carmina, from the most 
recent texts, 1/6 

Horatii SatirsB. revised by Pro- 
fessor Browne, 1/. 

Ovidii Fasti, from the text of 
J. B. Kreba, New Edition.with 
Notes, &c., by the Rev. G. B. 
Wheeler, A.M., 1/6 

Ovidii Metamorphoseon, with 
English Notes, 1/6 

Flatonis Fhsedo, from the text 
of Immamiel Bckker, 2/. 

Flatonis Menezenns, from the 
text of Bekker, 1/. 

Flatonis FhaBdrus, revised by 
Careens Badham, A.M., 1/6. 

Flauti Miles Gloriosus, 1/. 

Plant! Trinnmmus, ]/. 

Plutarch's Lives of Solon, Peri- 
cles, and FhilopoBmen, from 
the text of Sentenis, 2/, 

Sallustii Jargurtha, with Notes 
by the Rev. J. S.Watson A.M. 
1/6 

Sallustii Catilina, with Notes by 
the Rev. J. S.Watson,A.M., 1/. 

Sophoclis (Edipus Tyrannus, 
with explanatory Notes, by W. 
H. Brown, 2/6 

Sophoclis Philoctetes, explana- 
tory Notes by W.H. Brown, 2/. 

Taciti Agricola, from the text of 
Brotier, 1/. 

Taciti Germania, from the text 
of Brotier, 1/. 

Terentii Adelpbi, from the most 
recent texts, with Notes by the 
Rev. G. B. Wheeler, A.M., 1/. 

Terentii Afri Andria, from the 
text of Bentley, with Notes by 
the Rev. J S.Watson, A.M. 1/. 

Virgilii Georgica, from the text 
of Forbiger, 1/. 

Xenophon's Expedition to Cyrus, 
from the text of Dindorf, with 
Notes by the Rev. J. S.Watson, 
A.M. Booka vViiw^Xl^^vi »\ft 



iOMOOMi WLim TEBQ, PAHCm VNKt, m«mv 
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C. FOSTER & Co. 

-^^^KSPECTFUIXY solicit the attention of the Ckrg) 
i^iA,* to their Extensive Assortment of Ecclesiastical Vest- 
'^j^ incnts. Academic Robes, &c., prepared with great 
<^^V^ care, in the most correct forms and style. 

The annexed List of Prices has been prepared wkh scrupulous 
attention to durability of material, and will be found strictly- 
moderate :— 

From £. 8. d. £. s. 
B.A. and M.A. Mohair Gown . i lo o to 2 lo 

Ditto Silk ditto- .500 8 lO: 

Mohair Cassock i 15 o 2 10 

Silk ditto 550 66 

Silk Preaching Gown, full sleeves . 5 10 o 8 10 

B.A. Silk Hood o 18 6 15 

M.A. ditto iioo 22 

Chorister's Cap 046 

Ditto Gown and Surplice .... o 12 6 11 

J^ay Clerk's ditto .... i 10 o 22 

Foster's Oxford Surplice, now universally worn,. Linen, from 
£1 Is. ; Lawn and Cambric, £2 2s. to £3 lOs. 

A Suit of Superfine Black Cloth, from £5 6s. 

Black and Oxford-Mixed Scotch Tweed Trousers from 

16s. 6d. 

An Illustrated Catalogue forwarded on application, and prompt 

attention paid to orders by post. 



C. FOST^B. ^ND CO., 
123 124, & laB^'KLQt'H. ^'S«EEt:.<sxs'sssiH 
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H. SHEARD, 

WXUFE MUKCHiLMT, 

21 HIGH STREET, OXFORD. 



II8T OF WINES AT THE REDUCED TARIFF- 



SHERRY. 

Pale, a Light Dinner Wine • . 
Good Pale ditto 

Superior Pale or Brown ditto 
Fine Pale or Golden ditto, higli flavour 
Pine Dry Pale or AmontiUado ditto 
Very Choice Pale ditto 

PORT. 

From the pipe 

Fine quality 

Superior ditto 

Finest 

Very superior Old Crusted 

Still longer in bottle 

CLARET 

-Sound, free from acidity 

Fine quality 

Superior ditto 

^t. Julien . . 

Beycheville, very fine quality 

Ditto, in pints 

fieaujolais . . 



3r.B»-^BoeMe8'chtar$ed^ and the same ai 



Per Doz. 

24/. 

30/. 
36/. 

42/; 
48/. 
54/- 



30/. 
36/. 

42/. 
48/. 
64/. 
60/. 



20/. 
24/. 
30/. 
36/- 
48/. 
12/., 15/., 20/. 
24/. 



iotoance made wKen YetunM^. 
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PRIOR & Co., 



HATTEBS, HOSIERS, GLOVEBS, 




a. ... 




^ 




W^ 



AKD 



22 HIGH STREET, OXFORD 



MAKERS OF EVERY KIND OF 

BO&TmO & CSXCSIST COSTUME 

Ain> CLTTB BIBBONS. 

%\{ patterns ^ ^easuws CartfuIIij |[csistertlr. 



A DISCOUNT OF 5 PER CENT. WITHIN SIX MONTHS. 



«'%/\/V^A/X^/S/\/^^^^^W\iA/\/\A/V\/\^^\/\/\/V^ 



ARCHERY VSTAREHOUSE. 

SOLE AOEHT FOB 
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LITRE " BOTTLE 



WIHg GOMPAHY 



/ A 



JAMES BOFFIN, 



AND 



FOREIGN WINE MERCHANT, 

109 HIGH STREET. 



0&88S&V XCBS, BtC. 



SOUPS, JELLIES, AND ENTREES. 



^ribt (talics rit^IiT ontanunttb anb (arcfuIIiT pctub, anb 
stnt to ang part of tbe Conntrg. 



m0^^^^^^s^^^^\^^,^k^S0%^^^\0y^i^^\^»^^^n^^^^^^f^^ 



ESTIMATES GIVEN FOR WEDDING BREAKFASTS, BALL SUPPERS, ftc. 
PLATE, GLASS, CUTLERY, &c., LEST 0^ -ttSKS^. 
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WILLIAM S. POWELL, 

FRUITERER, COOK, 



AJSfJ) 



CONFECTIONER, 



3 RADCLIFFE SQUARE, 



OXFORD. 



BEALEB IN BYEBT BBSOBIFTIOir OF 

POTTED ME&TS, SJl0C£8, &c., 

^IIso(rp['s ^les, dintmuss's SUovi, H ^^ia, 

BOTTCES AND DBATT6HT 

SODA WATE.^, i:^^Q^ia^, "bs.- 
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W. J. RICHARDS, 

Wine and Spirit Merchant, 

104 & 38 

HIGH STREET, OXFORD, 

Per Doz. 

PORT, a really good Crusted Wine 36/. 

Ditto, very saperior 42/., 48/., 54/., &c. 

SHEBBT, a good sound Wine 24/. 

Superior ditto, Pale or Brown 30/., 36/., 40/. 

Bry Pale Sherry (strongly recommended] 48/. 

IKOHAirS FINEST MABSALA 24/. 

CLABET, a sound and good Wine 21/., 24/. 

Superior ditto 30/., 36/., 42/., 48/., &c. 

OHAHPAONE, a Pure Wine (recommended for Cup) . . 42/. 

Superior ditto 41/. to 48/. 

A Choice Assortment of SPIRITS and LIQUETIBS. 
DUCK & CO.'S CHAMPAGNE CTDEB. 



Tailors^ Robe Makers^ and 
Gentlemen's XKEercerSy 

128 HIGH 




o :x: in o "E^ ID , 



Shirts, Hats, Hosiery, Gloves, &c., Scq, 

M've per Cent Discount for Cash, 
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THE KING'S ARMS HOTEL 

AND BOARDING HOUSE, 



SITUATE NEAE THE 2y"EW PARKS, 



FACING THE PRINCIPAL UNIVERSITY BUILDINGS. 



11HIS Hotel and First-class Family House having been 
. renovated throughout, is now open for the accommodation 
of Visitors. 

A scale of Moderate Charges, by the Day, Week, or Mtjnth, 
will be forwarded by post on application, or Special Terms can 
be arranged with the Hotel Manager on the premises. 

THE STABLIXG IS GOOD, 



AND 



HORSES, CARRIAGES, &c.. 

To he had at the STiortcsl "Nolw. 



College Rhymet Advertising Sheet, 13 

Jmt Published, 

RAVENSTEIN'S 

OABSKAN'S AND ANOLES'S 

MAP OF THE RIVER THAMES 

From its Source to London Bridge, 

ON A SOALE OF ONE INCH TO A MILE, 

SHOWING THE 

Locks and Weirs, with their Distance from London and Oxford; 
Fall of Water; Mode of Passing, and Toll payable; also the 
Islands, Bridges, Ferries, Strong Cuirents. Best Fishing Localities, 
Fishing Preserves, Bailways and Stations near ihe River, Inns 
with ]E^d8, Boatyards, &o. 

WITH NOTES INHICATINO THB MOST 

This fine Map is nearly 91 1. in length, being the largest 
and most complete Map of the Kiver Thames. 

Coloured and Mounted in Pocket Case. 4s, (id, ; or the Sheet folded in 

Case—Plain^ 1*. Qd. ; Coloured^ 2*. 

EEYNOLDS'S 

fortaMi} gitliis of (gnflland aud Ma^jj, 

With Tourist's Guide to the Places of Interest, 
Fishing Streams, Finest Views and Scenery, &c., of 

each County. 

This convenient Pocket Atlas, comprising Thirty-two excellent 
Maps, gives the llailways, Turnpike and other floads, Parks, and 
«)ther interesting features of every County ; while the accompanying 
Lietterpress shows at a glance the chief places worth visiting, 
where the Finest Scenery may be met with, and whence the most 
<;xtensive views may be obtained. 

(VERY TOURIST SHOULD POSSESS THIS VALUABLE LITTLE WORK. 

Limp cloth, 2s. 6d. ; post free, 2s. 8d, 

London : James Reynolds, 174 Stiaiid.. 

Oxford: T. & G. Shrimpton, Btoa^ ^U^^V, 

Ahd gold Wholesale by Georob Mu bqba^b, T\Mraii»mL ^x^«s^> 

London, "W. 
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JAMES STEANE & Co., 



WLmt antr Spirit SJtrrtants, 

42 CORN-MARKET STREET, 



FORID. 



Agents for Messrs. Bass's and Allsopp & Go's Ales, 
also for the Bomford Ales & Gxiinness's Stout. 



WILLIAM BACON, 

CRICKET D^POT, 

30 BBOAD STREET, 0X70BD. 



WELL-SEASONED BATS, BALLS, AND STUMPS; 



^0^0^0mmt^^0tmK0*0^m 



Cottages, Schools, and Clubs supplied on the most 

Liberal Terms fbr Cash. 



^0t0t^»^^^^^^^*0^^^^*0*0^^*^^^^ 



TOBAOOOi 0\aKR%, ^TCi 
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AETHUE SHEAED, 
TAILOR, SHIRT MAKER, & HATTER, 

[TO H.R.H. THE CROWN PRINOE OF DENMARK] 
100 ST. ALDATE'S, OXFORD. 

A. S. has always a well-assorted stock of Clotluiy Meltons, 
«iid Ooatings, for Coats and Vests, also all the new Mixtures 
in Tweeds for Suits, Trousers, &c. 

He inyites special attention to his Trousers at 21b,, of a realljr 
darable Tweed, in a great variety of patterns — ^All warranted 
Shrunk. 

TROU SERS - 14/e, 16/6, 21/., to 18/6. 
TWEED SUITS - - 50/. 75/. 

* BOATIBO COATS - - ^V. 80/. 
BOATING FLANITELS - 16/6 21/. 
BOATINO COMFORTERS - 2/. 

BOATING JERSETS - 4/6 and 5/6- 
BOATING (UNIFORM) CAPS 3/6 4/6* 

ABTHUB SHEABD, 

SHIET-MAKEE, HOSIEE, &o. 

43HIRTS made to fit - - Six for 33s., 40s., 458. 
SHIRTS (Flannel) - Each from 7s. 6d. to 128. 6d. 
SHIRTS (Coloured) - - - 4s. 6d. 6s. 6d.* 
SHIRTS in all the New Patterns " French,'' 7s. 6d. 
COLLARS (Linen) - The Half-dozen, 3s., 48. 6d., 6s. 
White ** Examination " or Dress Ties, 74. ; -Ss. the half- 
dozen ", 5s. 6d. the dozen. 

ITniversit;^ Rifle Uniform Hose, 5s. 6d. the pair. 



9 

HATTER, 
Paris Hats, 10s. ed., 12s. Gd, and IBs. 6d« 

A. S. invites special attention to his Hats at 12s. 6d., whioh 
wear well and keep their colour. 

Felt Hats, Hard and Soft, in all the new '' Oif<itd" SbasQWi^ 
jfraa 8/6 to 8/8. Straw Hats, (UnKonn lli\tVma> %1^ v^ ^V 



16 College Rhymes Advertising Sheet. 

A NEW MAP OF 

ABYSSI NIA, 

Compiled from the works of Bruce, Salt, Baker, Beke^^ 
Ferret and Gallimer, Lefebvre, Combes, Taxnister, an^ 

others. This Map is eminently adapted for reference during th^:^ 
present campaign. Price, folded and coloured. Is. 6d. : on clotftx 
and in case, 38. 

COUNTY MAPS OF ENGLAND. 

Showing the Railways, Stations, Koads, and Canals. Price» 
folded in coyer, coloured, 6d. ; coloured, in hundreds, and in case* 
as.6d. 

Maps of the Principal Hunts, folded for the waistcoat pocket, 

3s. 6d. each. 



€mxd^ Slaps, Coloureir m punirrjebs, Ss^ tidit\. 



All the best Atlases of eveiy publisher kept in stock. 

GEOLOGICAL MAPS. 

ORDNANCE SURVEY MAPS. 

GXiOBES. 

£ s. d. 4 a. d. 

6 in. on Pedestal 7 6 I 12in.Qrame complete, perpair 4 4 
10 in. „ 110 1 16in. „ „ 10 10 O 

12in. „ 16 1 18in. „ „ 18 18 

Educational Maps for the use of Schools. Complete List of Maps, 
Diagrams, and Globes, sent post fi-ee., 

Map Sf Globe Publisher** ^^ Ovarw^CTo^^^^.W. 
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PUBLISHING OFFKJE OF 

The Oxford Undergraduates' 

Journal. 

FaUiahed Fortnightly during Term. Price Sixpence. . 

yv. R. BO WD EN, 

^rtntrr IS0olt£(eHer» anti ^tattonrr, 

35 HOLYWELL STREET, OXFORD, 

RETURN'S his sincere thanks to the Memhcrs of the University for 
past favours. In soliciting a continuance of support and recom- 
mendation, he begs to assure them that his best exertions will be 
maintained to give general satisfacticm. 

THE PRINTING DEPARTMENT. 

« 

BOOKS. — New and Approved Types for Books, Hymnals, and 
Pamphlets. Every facility is afforded in Publishing through re- 
spectable London and Provincial Agencies. Societies* Reports and 
Rules. 

TYPOOBAFHIGAL MUSIC— The attention of those interested in 
the Festivals of Church Choirs is called to the facilities at hand for 
correct and prompt execution of Service Books, Colleclions of Hymn 
Tunes and Chants, and every description of Church Music. 

SEBVICE and OFFERTORT PAPERS, Confirmation Cards, 
Announcement of Sermons, Church Festivals. Public Meetings, &c. 

CARDS OF ATHLETIC SPORTS ; Books of Words. Tickets, Prb- 
icrammes, &c. (with tasteful material and design), for Concerts, Balls, 
Dinners. Ffctes. or other Public Entertainments. 

1^* In soliciting Orders for Printing, of every description, and 
to any extent, W. R. BO WD EX would assure moderation of charge, 
-with accuracy and neatness of execution. 

A Careful Selection of /krms, Engravings, Casts, Borders, &c., for 
Illustration, is kept on hand. 

THE BOOK DEPARTMENT. 

A Choice Stock of Bibles, Prayer Books, Church Services, Hymnals, 

&c. always on hand. Pocket Books and Purses. 

All Magazines and Sew Works punctually supplied to order, 

THE STATIONERY DEPARTMENT 

Is replete with Materials generally essential for Writing, Drawing, 
or Printing Purposes. Any particularity not in Stock is speedily 

obtained to order. 

J>epot ot the Oxfordabire Branch of the EugU&\L CS^^os^ *^TAtsvk« 
Agency of the Sovereign Lite AjB&utauQQ Qvedl'^vqiiS . 
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Dispensmg & Family Chemist, 

8 TURL STREET, OXFORD. 



Tk« ianowing select Propirietar j Articleiy haTiag acquired 'anil 
tallied liar man j jcart m preference, are eapedally reoom<t 

TRAINING OILS. 



Jrom an ^ipioTed Recipe. Recommended for giving gJaaticUy 

to the MoBclea, Sinewa, &e. 

AROMATIC TINCTURE OF 

QUININE. 

This Preparation posiesaea all the Tonic and Febrifuge propcr- 
tice of the FeruTian Bark, in an agreeable and highly oobcca-' 
trated form. 

EXTRACT OF LIMES AND 
GLYCERINE. 

Am inTaloable preparation for Cleansing the Hair, and giving it 

a Beautiful Gloss. 

ARNICA OPODELDOC. 

A powerful remedy in Rheumatism, Paralysis, Sprain^ Bruises^ 

Chilblains, &c 

COMPOUND TINCTURE OF 

QUININE. 

The best form of administering that invaluable Tonic & Febrifuge. 

CONCENTRATED ESSENCE OF 
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" Wtll worthj the great success wMeh has attended them.'* 

— -•oja;o«— — 

HERALDIC SHEETS 

Beautifully ezeonted in Colours, ONE SHILLINO; 

Or EmUasoned in Gold and SUver, EIGHTEENPEHGE Eaeh. 

Post Free for One Extra Stamp. 



Press Notices. 



••MM! 



Flag9ofth$ University Boats — 
** We have seldom seen anything 
better executed. . we cordially 
commend them to the notice of 
Oxford men." — Oxford Under' 
fraduates* Journal, 

"Cannot fail to form a con- 
spicuous ornament in the more 
refined collections of trophies in 
the rooms or clubs of the * heroes 
of the oar.'" — Oxf. Vniv. Herald 

••A perfect bijou, reflecting 
great credit." — Oxford Chron. 

** Most correctly and tastefully 
executed .... they deserve all the 
admiration that can be bestowed 
upon them." — Camb. Chronicle, 



Heraldic Sheets,— ** The best 
specimens of chromo-lithography 
which the art has yet produced. * 
— Standard, 

•* Burke or Debrett should hare 
such illustrations." — Herald, 

** Clearly and beautifully prin- 
ted." -C»7y Press, 

*• The devices are well and 
clearly drawn, and the workman- 
ship of a most artistic kind."— - 
Lloyd's Taper, 

*» All extremely well and cor- 
rectly executed .... beautifully 
emblazoned in gold and silver, 
with the proper heraldic colours. 
Well worth the purchase-money" 
— Stamp Collector^ Magazine, 



List of Subjects already Published :— 

No. 1. Arms of all Nations — 52 Engravings. 

2. Arms of all the English Counties— 40 Engravings. 

3. Arms of all the Oxford Colleges— 21 Engravings. 

4. Arms of all the Cambridge Colleges and Professors. 

23 Engravings. 
6-6. Arms of all the Scottish Clans — 72 Engravings. 

7. English, French, and Bussian Orders of Merit — - 

40 Engravings. 

8. Elags of All Nations — 63 Engravings. 

9. Boyal Naval and Merchant Flags of Great Britain, 

and Flags of the Boyal Yacht Clubs, &c. — 62 
Engravings. 
10. Arms of all the Lord Mayors of London from 1800 

to 1832. 
JL Arms of all the Lord MayoiB otliOntoL ^xqislV^'^'^ 
to 1 863-4* \^Continucd on next v***' 
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Kas^ave*s Heraldic Sheets, continued :~ 

No. 12. Ann* of all the English, Scotch, and Irish Dukes. 

13. rriij(i]»al (Sold and Silver Goiua;;e of the World. 

14. Arm^ of Erenr Mun|ui8 in the Kingdom. 
15-16. Arms of all the Archbishops of Canterbury from 

tht* year 1070 to l862. 

17. FIji^s of the Oxford Univerrity Eight-Oar Boats. 

18. Flags of Cambridge University Eight-Oar Boats. 



^ap Kaoh •iibjoi-t is complete on One Sheet, excepting the Scottish 
^7Un«. Lt^nl Mayor9 of London, and Aruhbuhops of Canterboryi 
which oirupy two sheets each, andthu Publishers recommend them 
to ail inti rt-^tfd in the study and collection of Ileraldry. Thi 
Eighteen Shit'ts i*ontain upwards of Five Hundred lUustratioitfi 
and are ** the liest specimens of chromo-lithography which the art 
has yet produci'd.'* 



London : PubliBhed by G. Mosgrave & Co. 

Turnham Green, W. 

OZFOBD : T. A G. SHBIMPTOK, Broad Street. 



T. & G. Shrimfto¥ have Published and keep constantly oa 

hand Copii'S of 




NEW^DIGATE 

PRIZE POEMS. 
From 1840 to 1867. Is. 6d. each. 

Tha Poems firom 1768 to 1830. in One Vol. erowa 8to, 6«. 

T. lb O. S. also have on hand the English Prise Sasays from 
1846,28 each; the I«atin Prise Poems from 1841, Is. each; 
the Latin Prise Essays from 1841, Is ft Is. 6d. each; tbt 
Arnold and Stoxiho^ ^ae*^, Q:%a^cpt^^xw3c^«» «iui ftoat, 
and English Sacred Pxisa ^wona^ ^\^i%f«««.^t«. 

Oxford: T.S( Gr.^^irxmV^^^^^'''^^'^^ 
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BEFOT of the BEITISH & FOREIGN BIBLE SOCIETY 



H. ALDEN, 

fpliir, Stationer, and (PuBti^sclI^r, 

35 CORN-MARKET STREET, OXFORD. 

(OPPOSITE ST. MICHAEL'S CHURCH) 

STATIONERY DEPARTMENT. 

A well-selected Stock of Wiiting and Scribbling Papers 
of all kinds ; Note-Books, ruled and ])lain, in paper, cloth, or 
leather ; Inks, Inkstands, Quill and Steel Pens, Penholders, &c., at 
Tcry low prices for Cash. 

THE MUSIC DEPARTMENT 

Comprises the Works of the best Composers, from the first London 
Publishers, ALL AT HALF PRICE. Aiiy IHece not in Stock pro- 
cured in two or th/ce days. New Music received from Town every 

*• MUSICAL BOUQUET " Publications, 10.000 Sheets of Music 
bj 1,000 Composers, at 3d. per sheet. 

AT THE PRINTING WORKS, 

(20 New- Inn- Hall Strekt) 

Book-work of the best description, as well as General Printing of 
every kind and quality, is executed at the most moderate charges ; 
the selection of New Plain and Ornamental Types from the best 
Foundries affording an ample choice of material and style. 

Estimates given for Books, Pamphlets, Club Rules, S^e, 



PHOTOGRAPHIC VIEWS, 

STEREOSCOPES AND SLIDES. IN GREAT VARIETY. 

^orlrHtt gilbunts, Scrap ^poohs, tfc. 

"Writing- Cases, Inkstands, Paper- Knives, Pencil-Cases, Pen-Knives, 
Wallets, Portmonnaies, and other useful and fancy articles. 

BIBLES. CHURCH SERVICES, PRAYER BOOKS, 

HYMNS ANCIENT AND MOD^B.^, &^., 

In Plain or Elegant Bindmga, 
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EXTENSIVELY USED IN THE UNIVERSITIES. 

Literal Prose Translations 

FROM GEEEK AND LATIN AUTHOES 

IN BOHN'S CLASSICAL LIBBABT. 

IHve Shillings per Vol, fexcepting those marked 
otherwise) . Each volume sold separately. 

PUBLISHED BT 

186 FLEET STREET, LONDON. 



This Selection is made from the Complete List {— 

anSCHYLUS. 3/6. 

ARISTOPHANES' COMEDIES. With Notes and Eztnoto 
from Frere8*8 and other Metrical Versions. By "W. J. Hidde. 
In two volumes. 

AKISTOTLE*S ETHICS. By Archdeacon Browne, late Classioal 
Professor of Kint^'s College. 
ARISTOTLFS METAPHYSICS. With Notes, Analysis, and 
Examination Questions. By J*. H. M^Mahon, Gold Medallist in 
Metaphysics, T.C.D. 

ARISTOTLE'S ORGANON; or. Logical Treatises and the intro- 
duction of Porphyry. With Notes, Analysis, Introduction, and 
Index, Bv 0. E. Owen In two Vols., 3/6 each. 

ARISTOTLE'S RHETORIC AND POETICS, with Examina- 
tion Questions and Notes. By an Oxonian. 
CICERO'S ORATIONS. By C. D. Yonge. Four volumes.— 
CICERO'S ACADEMICS. De Finihus, & Tusculan Qaestiont. 
By C. D. Yonge. With a Sketch of Greek Philosophy. 

CICERO'S OFFICES: Old Age, Friendship, Scipio'g Dream, 
Paradoxes, &c., By C.'R. Edmunds, 3/6. 
DEMOSTHENES' ORATIONS. Translated, with Notes, B7 C. 
Rann Kennedy. In five volumes. 
DICTIONARY OF LATIN QUOTATIONS; including Proverba, 
Maxims, Mottoes, I«aw Terms and Phrases, and a Collection of 
above 600 Greek Q,uotat\on&. With all the quantities marked, and 
English Translations, 5|., ox ^^iVlxAex^ctX^wassi^^V. 

flERODOTUS. By tVe Bjev .YL. ^vrj , "^ w^c^Xfex ^^^j^^^^iSssA* 
With Index, \cimvvnu.4^t.^— 
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Bell & Daldy's Literal Prose Translations: — 

HOMER'S ILIAD. By an Oxonian.— HOMER'S ODYSSEY, 
Hymnsy &c. By an Oxonian. 
HORACE. By Smart. Carefully revised by an Oxonian. 3/6. — 
LIVY. By Dr. Spillan, and others. In four volumes. 
TOYENAL. PERSIUS, SULPICIA, AND LUCILIUS. ByL. 
ll Evans. With the Metrical Version, by Gifford. 

PLATO'S WORKS. By the Rev. H. Cary. M.A., G. Burgas, and 
others. In six volumes 
PLAUTUS'S COMEDIES, with copious Notes. By H. T. RUey . 
Two volumes. 
QUINTILIAN'S INSTITUTES OF ORATORY; or. Education 
of an Orator. With Notes, &c. By J. S. Watson. 
8ALLUST, FLORUS, AND VELLEIUS PATERCULUS. With 
copious Notes, Biographical Notices, and Index. By J. S. Watson 
SOPHOCLES. The Oxford Translation Revised.— SUETONIUS' 
LIVES OF THE TWELVE CJSSARS, and other Works. 
With Notes. By T. Forester. 

rpACITUS. With Notes. In two volumes.— TERENCE AND 
1 PH^DRUS. By H. T. RUey. To which is added Smart's 
IfHtrical Version of Phsedrus. 

VIRQIL. By Davidson. New edition, carefully revised, 3/6.— 
XENOPHON'S WORKS. In three volumes. 

Sold by T. & G. Shrimpton, Oxford. 



JUST PUBLISHED: 

A FAMILY GEOUP 

OF THOUGHTS AND FACTS. 

By B. LEE, B.A., F.A.S.L., 

Fellow of the Royal Society of Tasmania, 

Contents,— Social Reform.— Something about Crete.— What is 
Man ? — Paris and the Parisians. — A Trip to Mauna Loa. — The 
Extinction of Aboriginal Tribes.— An Apparition. — ^Thame : the 
Death-Plaoe of John Hampden. — In the South Atlantic.- Note« ou. 
the Genealogy of Ferns.— Australians, &c. 

OXFORD: T. & Q. SHRIMPTON, LOlSlIiO^ -.^^VSTLKS^^. 
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BOOKSELLERS, 



!)«TOIion»l Boats, So., luilablv for Pruenli 

Ktm Books, ^agaiii:ei, and Periodicali Svpp/Ud. 

St'aTI ONERS, 

A lorn ind urtfully lelceted Slock or BtiiiDnery. of eiceUenl Qu, 
modniu Prim, »ngi>.iing i.f WHITING PAPLRS. cf •btioub iliei 
Leitet, FooIkbi.. Pusiand Scribblinn-EiNVIiLOPEa of.Llii.et-MOU 
STATIONERY- PEN 3, Quill and St»l~PENc ILa, roc Ihe PneVel a, 
Ing-INK. Blwk, Kcd. .nd Blue— INKSTANDS, lime and irnBlL 



PHOTOGRAPHERS, 



GALLERY, bI e- 



liDui PHOTOGRAPHIC 



In the t 



OAKTB DE VISITS PORTHAITS, TWSLVB FOB lOi. 6il. 

■.•SpMial ■ttrntlon li lnvii«d lo ihi^ii NEW SERIES of UnrinlUd 
FHOTOQBAFHIC VIEWS* OF OXFOBD. 

AlbumSflriM.ed'eich. SleieoKOiiicSliiiM, li.««h. ■ 

f^ J'orfraift, Groupi, Ifc, taken by Mb. Bucher nippHtd, 

&c., &c., 

Book-binding In il) it! branches, Pilnlirg oT »I1 klnd«. Engmvlng ud Dit 
CDMiuenl wllb good naikniiiiihip. 

J06 HIGH STRttT, WWQRO, 



NOW READY, PRICE 2s. 

The Principles of Historical Evidence Considered 
in their Bearing on the History of Remote Times. 

THE 

ARNOLD PRIZE ESSAY, FOR 1868 

BT THE 

EEV. WILLIAM HENRY SIMCOX, 

FELLOW OF QITEEn's COLLEGE. 

OXFOED: 
T. & G. SHRIMPTON, BEOAD STEEET. 



Will be Published in a Few Days. 



A ITEW AND IMFBOYED 8EBIES OF 

OF 

MEMBEES OF THE UNIVEESITY OF OXFOED 

CORBECTBD TO THE FBESENT TIME. 



Price, Coloured, in a Wrapper, Is. 
Beaatifblly Printed in Gh>ld and Colpnrs, in Neat Clotli Case, 2s. 

T. AND G. SHEIMPTON, 
23 AND 24 BEOAD STEEET, OXFOED. 



TO CORRESPONDENTS. 



The following are declined with thanks : — 

Nugae Academicae — In Memoriam — Diluculum^-On High — Mod- 
ern Dido — Translation, Horace, Od. ii, 9. — On the Lake — False and 
True— Song of Battles — Married for "Wealth — Perdita — r»iA 
^aum — Thou art Mine — Quid Moror Altera— Gladiator's Fate— 
England's Olympic — L©to, 



The following are reserved for reconsideration next term : — 

Greek Ode (on Boat Race)— Sleep — A Legend — Jmvq and Fear- 
In Luxuriam Mensarum— The Gardener — The "White Wood -Violet- 
Translation (on Death of Mr. Addison) — Translation (from Artemus 
"Ward) — The Trail of the Serpent — Niobe— Never Again — Morte 
d* Arthur. 



The Editor particularly requests that Contrihutors will write on 
one side of the paper only, and will also enclose their cards. 

I — ^^^^^' "' . ■ — — — ■ — ^ ■ — . 

May bd had at Messrs. Shrimpton*s. Price One Shilling. 

THE LIGHT BLUE, 

A CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE. 

No. v., May 1868. 

OOISTTBISTTS. 

"Willowstokc. — Chap. ix. A Breach with Dr. Squair. 

Chap. X. The Domestications of Stephen Lands. 

J.ifo. An Allegory. 

"William Makepeace Thackeray. First Notice. 

Vacation Rambles. A Canoe Voyage in the ** P^A^f.'* By the late 
Hon. J. II. Gordon. Part iv. 

L* Exposition Uniyersolle. By Angelina Gushington. 

Hints Concerning the Boat Race. By Angelina Gushington. 

JNotices of Books : — Charlie Villars at Cambridge —College Rhymes- 
Ely Diocesan Church Music Society — The Medea of Euripidet. 

University Chronicle. 

CAMBRIDGE: TV. METCALFE, 12 TRINITr STREET. 

LoxDo^r : LoxQMAXs, auEEir, re.u)ee, an© dyes.. 



M 









j^Diguslm^ at ^arlj^agt. 



A FRAGMENT. 



" Defluxi abs te ego et errayi, Deus meus, nimia devius a stabilitate 
tua in adolescentia, et factus sum mihi regio egestatis." — Confess, 
ii.^«. 




JHY is my brow thus fevered ? why do I 
Feel in myself this heritage of care, 
Though standing yet upon the hill of youth 

"With the world stretched before me, passing fair ? 

For all things else seem shadows, as I reel 

Along the path of life, with now a pain 

And now a strange perversity of joy — 

Most joyless joy, so meaningless and vain 

Seems it e'en present ; and anon a £re 

From Godhead thrills my soul, only to bum 

VOL. IX. o 
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And not to purify, nor quench desire : 

Below me the abyss ; above, the heaven 

So calm, so clear and cold ; and this strange earth. 

The halting-place between, where I am driven 

Powerless o'er myself. bitter birth ! 

JB'or sons of men to tread the paths of ill, 

What end, what hope, what resting-place to find ? 

Were not Hell better ? where to do is not, 

Where but to suffer is, if there the mind 

Knows its own impotence ; for that were re«^ -• 

Despair itself were fpai- " 

« 

~""*M Coll., Oxfobd. N. B, 




Jir 



;BlaWe. 



BULRUSH grew in a wandering brook, 
And he reared his head on high, 
And proudly reflected his form in the pool, 
Girt about with the azure sky. 




And he quoth in his pride to the stream as it flowed, 

'* What profit hast thou for me ? 
Oh ! would that I rose on my stalk alone. 

From thy wearisome fetters free. 



** For whenever there riseth a joyous breeze, 

That wafteth us to and fro, 
I bow but my head, for my sturdy root 

Is chained in thy depths below." 
yoL. IX. 



o2 
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And there came the angry scorching sun, 
And he parched the stream away. 

And cracked the thirsty river-bed, 
Through the livelong summer day. 



And the bulrush grew alone and bare ; 

But his head was drooping now. 
And his shrivelled stalk was brown and sere 

As the blasted oaken bough. 



For the pitiless rays of the summer sun 

"Were burning his life away, 
And the blade that so gaily had waved in the breeze 

"Was withering day by day. 



And now, as his life-blood ebbed away, 

He uttered a plaintive cry : 
'' Betum, I implore thee, thou kindly stream, 

Ketum to me ere I die.*' 



And the voice of his humble prayer was heard. 
And there fell the softening rain. 

And the sun was hidden in banks of clouds, 
Till the streamlet flowed again. 
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ind the withered stalk was green once more, 

And the head erect on high, 
And the image fell down in the darkling pool, 

'Mid the dome of the endless sky. 

And ever there comes from the whispering reeds 

A voice to the listening earth : 
** U^til thou he reft of a kindly friend. 

Thou never shalt know his worth.'' 

ExBTEB Coll., Ozfobd. G. B. R. 




J^abg ^lara 'Wtxt ir^ "^irje ; 



OR, RUSTIC ADMIRATION. 




>ADY Claxa Vere de Vere, 

The country sun has made you brown 
And now they tell me that you start 

To-morrow afternoon for town ; 

Ah I how I sighed when I descried 

Your lovely form beside the stream 

The other day when on my way 

I passed with Parmer Jackson's team ! 



I 



Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

I wish that you would change your name 

For such a humble one as mine : 

But no — ^you'd think it quite a shame ; 

So I must be content to take 

My choice of humbler maidens' charms — 

Must marry some one who can bake, 

And has a sturdy pair of arms. 



A4>i\u^ v**»n^ y^ ^^ '^H^* ^^^ 

Lady Claxa Yere de Vere, 
Some " Lord Dundreary " you must find ; 
Our rustic bread and cheese and beer 
Would scarcely suit your tastes refined. 
If I should write you of my love, 
And wait outside for a reply, 
The lion on your old stone gates. 
Would talk of verdure in his eye. 



Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

The thought of you will turn my head, 

Your image haunts me day by day, 

Nor leaves me when I go to bed. 

Oh your sweet eyes of splendid size ! 

Could any woman lovelier be ? 

And then, your hair — it makes me swear 

I'll cut my throat or go to sea ! 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

When brooding thus I meet my mother. 

She will salute me with a leer, 

And call me ** foolish" thus to bother ; 

My brothers too (I've wished them dead) 

Will, during supper, laugh and sneer 

And ask me when I mean to wed. 

The Lady Clara Vere de Vere ! 
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Lady Clara Yere de Vere, 
There stands a footman in your hall ; 
His hurly calves I much revere, 
He snubbed me when I went to caU 
With butter: — and, at highest pitch, 
Declaimed me as "most himperent,'* 
And said that " heatables and sich 
To the back door was halways sent." 

But I knew that as well as he, 
And so this didn't make me small ; 
My object was your form to see, 
If you by chance should cross the hall. 
For this I sought your entrance wide, 
For this I braved your flunkey's ire. 
For your sake spared his portly hide. 
The which to kick was my desire. 

Lady Clara Yere de Yere, 

They say — and really p'rhaps they're right — 

That I had better give you up, 

And marry pretty Sally White ; 

You are a swell — she loves me well. 

And then her cooking is so good — 

Jam tarts are more than coronets. 

And elder wine than Norman blood ! 

Chbist's Coll., Cambbidoe. Sphinx. 
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ngling in i^t ^J^l 



A WICKED PARODY ON TENNYSON'S " OLD AND 

NEW YEAR." 




STOOD by a river in the wet, 
Where trout and grayling often met, 
And waters were rushing and rolling ; 

And I said : "0 Fish, a dainty dish, , 

Is there aught that is worth the trolling ? 

Fishes enough there are rising. 

Kibbles so often cajoling. 

Matter enough for surmising, 

But aught that is worth the trolling?'* 

Waves at my feet were rolling. 

Winds o'er the Eye were sailing, 

But alas ! for all my trolling 

For wily trout and grayling ! 



E. H. Riches, LL.D. 



IW^t WtsioR of ]^opt. 



'(Kl^WAS on a bright aatumnal day, 

^1^ When each glad sunbeam seemed to mj 

' Awake, arise, and sing! ' 
Amid the mazes of the wood. 
Less glad, less bright, in solitude 
I sat me Borrowing. 



For not that radiant realm of light 
Could draw one gleam, however slight, 

Out of my heart's deep shade. 
I felt, I knew not how nor why,- 
A burden irrepressibly 

TJpon my bosom laid. 



($to Vision of l^ope* 199 



There came a painted butterfly : 
Like golden tints in sunset sky 

The scarlet on her wings ; 
The pearly gleam, the faery light. 
Seemed aU too lovely, all too bright 

For aught but heavenly things. 

Pull opening on my wondering gaze 
She spread her richly-varying blaze : 

I marked with keen delight * 
Those hues, each separately fair, 
Bathe in one soft undazzling glare. 

Then softly disunite. 

And as she gently glided by, 
Methought some seraph from on high 

'Mid the sweet realms of day 
Had deigned one moment to appear 
My melancholy mind to cheer, 

Each threatening storm to allay. 

Then first into my craven soul 
"Whispered a voice beyond control. 

With stem yet gentle force : 
" My soul ! why weary, why cast down ? 
Thou hast the promise of thy crown, 

Then wherefore scorn thy cross? 
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" Wliat ! would'st thou wish that gales of balm 
Should yield one eyerlasting calm 

Along thine earthly road ? 
If all were sight, where could'st thou find 
That Faith so genial to thy mind. 

To point to thine abode ?" 

That voice was still : all thankfully, 
As from some vision tranqiully 

I rose with happier breath ; 
Yet stni that form of loveliness, 
Those accents which though nlent bless, 

Shall haunt my mind till death. 

Oriel Coll., Oxford. F, H. B. 





(FEOM SCHILLER.) 

^EEKIITG his country, Odysseus braved the perils of 
waters, 
Eoaring of Scylla's dogs, cayemed Charybdis' af- 
fright: 
Perils of land he defies, and perils of farious oceans. 
Sole-roaming, Hades' abodes shook to his conquering 
steps: 
Yet, when at last to the Ithacan shores fate bore him in 
slumber, 
Weeping the hero awoke, knew not his own fatherland. 

SUPPLEMENT. 

Ah ! are the times so changed ? Is he dead, that wanderer 
weary? 
Type of our own unrest, still may his story survive. 
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Do wo not roam through drear void realms in onr endless 
searching, 
Barbarous forms, dark dens ? — ay, and 'tis men they de- 
vour! — 
Do we not dream o'er the lotus, forgetting our fatherland's 
glory? 
Do we not come within sight, but to go further astray? 
Then, if by chance we reach some shore of the uplands 
eternal. 
Bright with sunshine of truth, fragrant with odours of 
peace. 
Stare in unknowing despair, — ** On what strange realm aie 
we landed ? 
Where is our haven of rest ? Where is the home of our 
soul r 

''*»TT.. Coll., Oxfobd. 0. 
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^ ^mBxatitnr ^ttm. 



m THREE SENSATIONS. 



FIBST SENSATION. 




|HE lights were burning at St. John's, 
There were lots of ladies and heaps of 
dons. 



SECOND SENSATION. 

Dons with white hair, dons with none — 
Dons with two wigs, dons with one- 
Dons with beards, and dons with whiskers — 
Heavy fellows, and ** gay young Makers'' — 
Dons in scores, and dons by dozens — 
With and without pretty cousins — 
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Dons who get up late and early — 
Smug and smiling, sick and surly — 
Dons with lank hair, dons with curly — 
Dons patrician, dons plebeian — 
Bow-legged dons, and dons knock-knee-an- 
Possil dons, and dons for flirting — 
Philosophic dons asserting — 
Spongy dons without resistance. 
And no reason for existence — 
Dons in many a constellation, 
Sunning, starring it in station — 
Dons from dim and classic cloisters, 
Gaping like new-opened oysters — 
Dons from hall, and dons from college — 
Dons uncorking bottled knowledge — 
Dons with chins for ever soaring — 
Gimlet dons for ever boring — 
Dons from dens of awful study- 
Dons with their complexion muddy — 
Dons exclaiming, squalling, squeaking — 
Dons of midnight lamp-oil reeking-^ 
Moderators, and small jokers — 
Dons still stiff from swallowing pokers — 
PoHshed don— and petrifaction, 
Never coming into action— 
Various dons in goose- or goat-age— 
Feeble dons in ^aiGcdotagt 
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Dons in worst, and dons in best coat — 
Dons in allegoric waistcoat — 
Tragic dons that deal in pathos — 
Gloomy dons in depths of bathos — 
Dons from Aristotle and Plato — 
Dons who lie in bed till eight o' 
Clock, and do not think it late ! — 

THIBD SENSATION. 

And '* all jumped out of a rotten potato.*' * 
• Supposing Oxford to be the ** rotten potato." 

Coaohbm; 




TOL. IX. 



^mnmshncL 




wo children, from two neighbour villages, 

Dabbling — and liking it — in some vile gutter. 
Two strangers eating road-side bread and cheese. 
Two women higgling o'er the price of butter. 
Two donkeys whispering by a manger walL 
Two little country maidens shelling peas. 
Two loutish school-boys growing much too tall. 

Two hives containing p'rhaps two hundred bees. 
Two Eipstone pippins looking rather sour. — 
** So runs the course of life from hour to hour." 



Christ's Coll., Cambridge. 



Sphikz. 



ummer. 



*' From morn to dewy eve." 




ELEEE on the western wall 
The diamond panes are sketched in rosy lines, 
Where late the feeble glimmer of the dawn 
Was but the shadow of the coming light : 
The rising sun rebukes our slothfiilness ; 
Let us arise and watch the summer morn. 

We stand upon a sunlit eminence, 
And gaze upon a silver thread below, 
A winding streamlet in the winding vale, 
That seems as though a deep dividing chasm 
Did give us glimpses of the nether sky^ 
Yet lightened by the scarce departed sun. 



VOL. IX. 



p2 



208 College Bh^me$, 

Green are the pastures on the western slope 
As leaflets breaking from their parent buds, 
And crimson-red the honeyed clover flowers, 
And burning gold the ever waving com : 
But to the east where yet the level rays 
Strike not the rolling earth, mark well the tints— 
Nor light, nor shade, but everywhere the twain 
Sweetly commingled. Farther to the south 
The softened outline of the distant hills 
Clad in a purple haze doth close the vale. 

And now the fount of this magniflcence, 
Who showereth beauty through his myriad beams. 
Climbs to the zenith ; thirsty grows the soil. 
The panting kine prone in the meadows lie, 
And print their forms upon the bruisM flowers, 
Or in some creek that strayeth from the rill 
Stand like a picture *mid the bowing reeds — 
All nature pauseth : let us seek the shade. 

Over our heads the entwining hazel boughs 
Wave in the summer air ; beneath our feet 
And through the twilight mazes of the wood 
The shadowed radiance of the wanton sun 
Doth penetrate the gloom, and here and there 
Paint emerald patterns on the mossy sward. 
That ever change and sparkle till they die ; 



And silver streaks upon the gnarled trunks, 
Or pearly colours on an insect's wing, 
And golden stars upon a fluttering leaf ; 
Wliile far above the weary parched air 
Doth sigh for shelter, till the kindly trees 
Admit the wanderer 'neath their spreading arms. 

On rolls the sphere, and soon the busy hours 
Kindle their western fires, and sportive rays, 
Wilder than fancy, sketch the things of earth. 
Yon lovely tree upon the topmost brow 
With giant shadow bridges all the vale. 
And o*er the hills there comes a murmuring 
Of bells and voices and of rustliog groves, 
And chirping echoes of the restless birds. 

Borne on the bosom of an idle stream, 
That in its silent flood doth imitate 
The fiery heights of heaven, we watch the scene. 
Deep verdant as a bower of forest leaves 
The banks enclose us ; over them the hills, 
Dark violet, relieved against the sky ; 
The sky, 'mid ruby streaks and purple clouds. 
Yields its clear azure to a fairer tint. 
Calm as the depths of ocean, where the storms 
Approach not, and the waters ever rest, 
And soft and holy as the whispering thoughts 
It breathes into the stony hearts of men. 
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For who, if he has aught of human left. 
Who that has memory of his early years, 
Who that has felt a mother's tender kiss. 
And listened as she taught his lips to pray, 
Doth not in nature recognise its Lord, 
And feel the stuhbom fetters of his soul 
Burst as he gazes, till his soul released 
Flies upwards to the realms of purity. 
And yields itself to God's own Influence ? 

Exeter Coll., Oxford. G. B. £. 
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»VER the heather, love, 
Over the heather, 
And I knew, ah ! I knew, love, 
'Twas our last walk together : 
Words burned in my throat then, 

Yet my lips did not move. 
But I breathed one imploring 
Fond look of love. 

the longing desire, 

To let the words come ! 
One glance in your eyes, love. 

And I was as dumb. 
Not a vow has been pledged, love. 

Not a word has been spoken, 
And my heart, my heart, 

My heart is half broken. 

ExBTBB Coll., Oxpord. F. G. W. 
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TOUCHING scene — the aged prelate stood, 
His white hairs waving in the summer wind, 
The look of deeply tranquil fortitude 
Told the calm resignation of his mind. 
There firmlv fettered to the dreadful stake 

He gazed around him with undaunted eye, 
Though 'twas a sight to make the holdest quake, — 
And then glanced upward to the azure sky, 
And breathed a solemn prayer to God on high. 



But lo ! a dark procession slowly came, 

Hushed is the clamour and tumultuous strife, 
Heard is a stem voice harshly to proclaim, 

" Recant, arch heretic, and take thy life !" 
Then lightning scorn lit up the old man's face — 

" I spurn your proffered pardon with disdain I 
What, should I barter heaven's eternal grace 

And happiness for hell's eternal pain ? 

Take life and lose my soul ? Where is my gain ?" 
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Then, like as when the stormy north-wind blows 

Through the dense foliage of the wailing wood, 
A mighty tumult in the crowd arose, 

A cruel clamour for the Christian's blood. 
He heard the fierce expression of their hate : 

Perchance his face a little paler grew. 
Then meekly bowed to own the will of fate, 

And slow and sadly murmured, " Would they knew ! 

Forgive them, Lord, they know not what they do." 

High rose the flame around his funeral pyre, 
'Not failed his faith, nor did his spirit faint ; 

He stood a living pyramid of fire, 

Like the bright image of a glorious saint. 

Strange inspiration from his aspect shone, 
A burning halo beamed about his head ; 

A lingering moment more — ^and he was gone ! 
Freed from its earthly dross, his spirit fled 
And joined the spirits of the martyr-dead. 

Magd. Coll., Oxfo&d. B. N. C. 
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)H0 would be an Ocean Sprite, 
Over the restless billows* foam 
Unrestrained afar to roam, 
And trip o'er the main with a step so light ? 




I would be that Ocean Sprite, 
With step so light, 

. I would roam 
0*er the ocean foam. 
Hither and thither, and make my home 
Where the surges break on some iron-bound shore, 
Where crested each billow with snow-white flake 
Scatters its vengeance with sullenest roar. 
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In merry glee, 
Unshackled and free, 
I would sport and rejoice in my liberty ; 
With wildest shriek, 
And fantastic freak, 
I would flee o'er the ocean from all that seek, 
Never to find. 
For far behind 
I leave all pursuers, as swift as the wind. 
I love to hear that distant moan. 
Presage of the storm, 
As I sit and muse on my watery throne, 
And watch the billows form. 



I hate the Zephyr's gentle breeze. 
That scarce disturbs the aspen trees, 
I hate the Ocean's calm expanse. 
When unflecked by the stormy sea-coursers' prance. 
But I love, I love the wild wild wind, 
Eeckless and blind. 
And madly I rave 
'Mid the ocean wave. 
As it tosseth some gallant ship to and fro. 
Powerless to combat its merciless foe. 
And ofben I join in the swelling dirge 
Of the sea-surge. 
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When it bears on its breast, 
Calmly at rest, 
The pallid form of some maiden fair, 
Of life bereft, 
Who parents, and lovers, and all hath left 
For the Ocean monster's lair. 



Gome hither, each Sprite, 

'Tis our revel to-night ! 

Shall we sport on the shore, 

*Mid its cavernous roar, 
Or roam o'er the Ocean or on the wind soar ? 

See the steeds prancing. 

Foaming and dancing. 

For none may curb, 

When the winds disturb. 
Speed ye then hither, each swift pinioned sprite, 
Hold we our wild sea revel to-night. 
Sport and revel ye, while ye may. 
For the tempest shall cease not till break of day. 



W. J. S. 
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A^ST was a Bummer'fl day, 

^^^ A hot, bright, summer's day, 

"WheD wBsry of the fields — the ghkre — 
I laid me down upon a bank, 
A Boft green bank, 
Which, sloping to a stream, 
Kkaed Its cool flood. 
And seemed to lap its moisture ; 
For ever and anon there came 
A thirsty sound of parting lips — 
And then a silence — then again the sound. 



Among the far-off elms, 

High-building rooks 

Tittered their hoarse complaints, 
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And on the air there stole 

The silvery sound of distant village bells — 

Those gentle lullabies of Mother Church — 

Eaising one's thoughts from earth, 

And soothing with their music. 

Thus sweetly urged to rest 

I fell asleep. 

And o'er me came the spirit of a dream. 

Methought a shining Angel by me stood, 

Fair, clad in softest white, 

That floated round her like a cloud 

Which fleecy hovers in a summer sky. 

While o'er her streamed 

A flood of loveliest golden hair. 

Which, nestling on her neck, 

Clung to her breast in clusters thick, 

And falling hid her waist. 

Behind her were the aery semblances 

Of dove-like azure wings 

That fluttered as she came, 

So lightly tripping with her snow-white foot. 

Then smiling on me from the crystal depths 

Of pure grey eyes, as clear as limpid streams, 

She stooped — and placing on my brow 

Her soft transparent hand, 

Which rested there 
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Like mist upon the mountain-top, 

She breathed upon my cheek 

A silent kiss — 

As fragrant as the milky breath of kine. 

And even as she kissed I woke — 

And, looking up, beheld two large bright eyes ; 

Above these two were horns, 

Then further off a huge black form, 

With four supports which seemed like legs — 

I started vnth a sudden cry. 

And rolling down the bank, 

Splashed in the stream, 

When, crawling wet and dirty to the shore. 

Nought saw I save a cow. 

Cospus Chbisti Coll., CAMBBmaE. H. C. B. 




^0totn W^tBb/B. 



TO J. H. 



ALTERING was the hand that wrote them, 

Poor and weak the words I've sent, 
Yet I send them, for, though failing, 
You will take them as they're meant. 




Meant to tell the golden wishes 
Of an earnest heart for thee, 

Golden wishes for thy Future, 
Fo» the strife of years to he. 



Golden wishes for thy Present : 
Think not of past years of pain, 

Buried joys and huried sorrows 
Will alike ne'er come again. 
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Golden wishes — not for beauty, 
Nor for wealth, or empty fame : 

Bright enough the crown thou wearest 
Of thine own unsullied name. 



Golden wishes that thy Present 
May a sunny radiance shed, 

And, amid life's weary toiling. 
Drop its roses on thy head. 



It may be that showers of sorrow 

Gathering cloud the brightening plain ; 

Yet the roses look the loveliest 
After they have felt the rain. 



It may be thy thoughts will travel 
Back to those thy bosom loved, 

It may be that thou wilt sorrow 
Over those who faithless proved. 



Yet regret not ! if their friendship 
Had for thee so soon an end, 

Of thy love they ne'er were worthy, 
Never should be called "/rtiwi(?." 

VOL. IX. 
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Years may come of joy and sunshine, 
Years may come of storms and woe : 

One thing is, which ne'er retumeth, — 
The mysterious Long-Ago ! 

Hopes and fears may come ; but ever 

Play thy woman's loving part. 
Glad and joyous with the joyous. 

Sorrowing with the sad at heart. 

Take them then, these golden wishes 

Breathed for this thy natal day. 
Take them then, and when you read them, 

Think for once on those away. 

And if haply they should fiimish 

One small link within the chain 
Of the wishes breathed by others, 

Then — they were not breathed in vain. 

B.N.C., Oxford. W. 
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(NOT BY THE AUTHOR OF " THE FLOWER.") 



NCE (when rather foggy, 
As you may iofer,) 
I hought a little doggy, 
People said, a cur ! 




To and jfro they went 

(All this made me merrier), 
And, muttering discontent, 

Cursed me and my terrier. 



It meanwhile grew tall, 
And had puppies three ; 

But thieves came o*er the wall 
And stole these pups from me : 



YOL. IX. 
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Sold them far and wide. 

Where fanciers abound, 
Who with rapture cried, 

« Splendid is the hound !" 

And since my study table 

I sat in grief beside. 
And wrote this little fable, 

The dogs have multiplied. 

And some are pretty enough. 
And some — the contrast's strange-— 

Have got — ^to use a rough 
Term for disease — ^the mange ! 

Christ's Coll., Cambridge. Sphinx. 
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6B£ATESr €k«: O Zirr Lcri nrjc: ^r*s*c: 

Ah God ! I Lrr»ji "a-^aL -r*!!l iHii lit*7 ss^ ios:^^^^ 
"^^ad, and life's Hg^.t 1 v^^ "z^fis^ zx\ lu'jc*. 




-^lind ye mine ejea, O tears I t6?s? j-t ti*^ T^«t^ jijwt 
^ty fingers I beat like a dcacl-'ilrrr, pi^t, '.;<c laj i>f i^^sit ' 
^Waft ye alofft, ye heartless bfri*, nj -rsll ! 
Ah gracions God, how long* mj *->^* f >t r*:'4t * 



Thy will, O Lord, is sovereign, ar,i Pqj iray « jfi*t j 
And he, their sire, was deeply stidiifA, m/m UJI 

And I am nothing, and we all are do-t 

But yet, my God, my God I I lored, ah ! lored tbtm w^Il ! 
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List, childrea of my womb, for ever are ye still ? 
Ye too whom Adriel loved, ye too axe hanging here ? 
Yes ! gone, gone, gone, and I must weep my fiU, 
Alone, unpitied, and in never-ceasing fear. 

I watch the live-long day, though sick at heart and faint ; 
I mark you in the blood-red flaring sky, 
Standing out grim, while western sun-flres paint 
A mocking brightness in your death-glazed eye. 

The nearing night I fear, for in the bleaching ray 
Of cloud-enthronM moon ye seem like things unreal ; 
In the chill dawning of the coming bitter day 
More ghastly loom ye, more alone I feel. 

And ever and anon I rise to scare to flight 
l^he hideous bird, who, circling round, descends, 
"Whose croak long lingers on the air at night. 
Who seeks the food which Death its master sends. 

And ever till life fails this mournful wailing heart, 
I, watching, still the weary hours will tell ; 
Though dead they be, I cannot from them part, 
Por, my God, my God ! I love, I love them well ! 

Jesus Coll., Oxford. *T/iifnTns. 
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oxt. 



Being a Representation in English Verse of the Ninth Satire of 

Horace's First Book. 




"WALKED upon the Holy Eoad according to my 
use, 
Entirely engrossed upon some trifle of town news ; 
When somebody rushed up to me whose name I only 

knew, 
And seizing on my hand he cried, " Old fellow, how d'ye 

do r 
'*At present pretty well,*' I said, "I hope you are so too." 
He followed still, and so I asked, "What can I do for you?" 
But he replied, **Tou know my name, I have a learned 

wit." 
And I rejoined," Have you indeed? I like you more for it." 
Wishing to get away I quickened, slackened then my pace, 
And whispered something to my slave, but still he kept 

his place ; 
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Until with all this troublesome fatigue and botheration, 

I naturally grew quite hot and in a perspiration. 

Of this and that he chattered, — ^praised a house, a street, 

a lane, 
And in my heart I envied then, Bolanus, your shrewd 

brain. 
At last, as I did not reply, " You want to get away, 
I see," he said ; *' but it's no use ; ah ! don't you wish 

you may ? 
Where are you going now from hence, my friend ? I'll 

go there too." 
'* I want to see a man,*' I said, "who is not known to you ; 
He lives across the Tiber, near the gardens of the Caesar. 
Pray do not change your plans to come so far as that with 

me, sir." 
'* I've nothing now to do; the Tiber with you I will pass: 
"No sluggard I." I hung my head just like a vicious ass, 
When on his back's a heavy load. Then soon my Mend 

began : 
*' If I am right you'll not prefer to me a single man, 
Even Yarius or Vise us ; for in singing or in dancing, 
None else can sure conduct himself in manner so en- 
trancing ; 
None else can write more verses or with greater speed than I, 
And even Hermogenes I know would hear them enviously." 
Here I got in a word : " You have a mother, or relations ? 
They will not bear your staying out so long with any 

patience." 
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** I've none ; IVe buried all," he said. What happy folks ! 

thought I : 
I'm left then, kill me quick ! for now a Sabine prophecy 
I thought of, which an old witch sang, shaking her sacred 

urn, 
Of old, that ** Neither sluggish gout, nor cough, nor yet 

heartburn, 
Will slay this child ; nor poison, nor a hostile sword or 

spear, 
But ehatterboxes : shunning these he'll live for many a year." 
To Vesta's temple now we came : a quarter of the day 
Was gone : and here it happened that my friend was 

forced to stay 
To appear to answer to a suit, or else he'd lose his cause. 
'* If you have any love for me," said he, ** a moment pause, 
And help me here." " Of civil law," I said, " I nothing 

know: 
Besides, I cannot stop ; I told you where I had to go." 
'* I don't know which to do,'' he said, " to leave the suit 

or you." 
"Me, pray." "I won't," replied my friend, and on he 

went anew. 
I could not help myself, and had to follow in despair. 
'* How does your friendship," now he asked, **with our 

Maecenas wear ? 
A clever man, and careful in his choice of guests and 

friends. 
And nobody more dextrously his chances ever bends. 
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If yoa would introduce me, I would play into your hand : 
No rival then, I*m very sure, before us both could stand.'^ 
" We don't live on such terms as those, as you, my friend, 

suppose ; 
"We don't intrigue, and push, and crowd — that everybody 

knows ; 
And no one takes a place because he richer is or wiser : 
Each has his own/' ** Can that be true ?" " I assure you 

'tis no lie, sir." 
** You vex me, for I much should like to know MaBcenas 

weU." 
** You've but to try ; you're such a man, you surely can- 
not fail. 
He may be won, and so at first is difficult of access." 
" I'll not be slack ; I'll bribe his slaves, in case their virtue 

lax is ; 
I'll even if he shuts me out continue still to try ; 
I'll meet him in the street, and watch my opportunity : 
For * faint heart never won fair dame.' " And while he 

thus was talking 
"We met Aristius Fuscus, who in the same street was 

walking : 
He knew us both. We stopped, and each asked where 

they went and whence : 
I pulled his sleeve, I nodded, winked, hoping in my 

defence 
He would be active : not at all : the rascal would not see : 
And in despair I said, *^ You wished to speak alone to me?'' 
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" I know, but by and bye. To-day the thirtieth Sabbath 

is; 
You would not sure offend the Jews in such a way as this ?'' 
'* I am not superstitious/' I replied. " Alas ! " said he, 
** I am weak-minded ; scruples have dominion over me : 
Excuse me : au revotrJ' For me a black day this arose ; 
The knave was off, and left me there, a prey to aU these 

woes. 
By lucky chance his plaintiff meets my friend, and loudly 

calls, 
" Whither away, you wretch ? you should be now in jus- 
tice' halls. 
May I request that you will kindly act as witness here ?'' 
** Most willingly," I answered him, and gladly gave my ear. 
The plaintiff carries off my friend ; a crowd begins to 

follow : 
A row ensues : and thus behold me rescued by Apollo. 

Co&pus Chsisti Coll., Cambridge. C. F. S. Wab&en, B.A. 
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NOWEST thou not the unpretending flower, 
That giveth thee so well 
A fonder message at the parting hour 
Than simple words can tell ? 




It lieth hid beside an eddying brook, 
"Whose tiny rippling wave 

Is wont to trespass on its shady nook. 
And all its roots to lave. 



And there, on either side the flowery soil, 

The waters separate, 
Each as it murmurs through the world's turmoil 

To meet a different fate. . 



iR'ottaet PBe lot. 233 



For this doth seek the early rising sun, 

Ere yet it finds a rest ; 
And that, before its winding course is done, 

Doth wander to the west. 

And where they part the tiny blossom grows, 

And beautifies the spot ; 
The while to either streamlet as it flows. 

It says, " Forget me not.*' 



Though now the currents of our friendship bear 

One course, and partings seem 
Like mimic islands breaking here and there 

The reuniting stream ,* 

It may be that our after-life ordain 

A widely severed lot ; 
Oh then, although we never meet again, 

I pray, forget me not. 

ExETEB Coll., Oxford. 6. B. R. 
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OCTOBER 17th, A.D. 1216. 




jAFE from his foes in Newark's castled tower 

The King of England lay ; but there was nigh 
A mightier foeman of no mortal power, 
Who pressed upon him unrelentingly — 
Grim Death ! No holy man of God stood by, 
To speak the words that bid all sorrows cease. 

Bid him confess his sins before he die, 
And hope in Jesus' name for dear release. 
Pray ! he had never prayed ! what hope had he for peace? 



Eejoiced he then that he had gained a crown, 
And stained his soul with perjury and blood? 

That he had crushed the weak, and broken down 
The bounds of law and justice, and withstood 
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His people's rightful anger? ah ! what good 
Of all his crimes did now to him remain ? 

His stolen wealth was sunk beneath the flood. 
His body racked with agonizing pain, 
While yet far greater torture wrung his heart and brain. 

Perchance he thought of Arthur's dying scream, 

When his base uncle's dagger pierced his breast, 
Or of his pale dead face as in the stream 

Of the dark flowing Seine he sank to rest ! 

Did Constance with her hands together prest 
And hair dishevelled ask him for her son ? 

Or thought he that his sire again addrest 
That bitter cry to him, ** Thou too, my John ! 
Thou leagued against me too, my best beloved one !" 

Six centuries of time have passed away ; 

The bare walls frown on the bright Trent below : 
And heedless youth, and laughing childhood stray 

Along the grassy walks, which years ago 

Were lofty halls, and echoed with the show 
Of gorgeous chivalry, and martial pride. 

Yet still remains a chamber small and low, 
One sole roofed turret of that ruin wide. 
In which men say that England's wicked monarch died. 

ExETBR Coll., Oxford. E. R, 



!^^3 one 'who irandeiiDg in a Bluniner night 
^^^ Feelfl in his heart the presence of the day. 
And Bees across long shadows the sweet light 
Gather new vigour even in decay ; 

Till as he stands upon a summit, where 
The sea sweeps by into the blue above, 

All things seem pleasant to him, and the air 
Throbs with the unseen impulses of love : 



80 on the mai^ of the trembling sea, 

The sUent ocean that had been her home — 

In doubt, the soul across eternity 

Traced the faint shadows of her life to come ; 
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Felt the sweet mingling of delights and fears, 

The present gladness of each passing breath, 

And knew the toil and travail of the years, 

The joy of Life, the agony of Death ! 



Spring's footsteps fell upon the earth, the Hours 
Looked up in strength, and smiled as in their rest ; 

And heavy perfume of the languid flowers 
Stole o'er those charmed Islands of the Blest. 



Tea, all was lovely, all was passing fair, 
Earth bore no mark of passion or of strife ; 

And yet she saw, across the tender air 
Revealed, the solenm mysteries of life ! 



Who gave her knowledge of the coming end. 
Of all the trials and the griefs to be ? 

Was it the kindly whisper of a friend 
That led her feet toward the slumbering sea ? 



Sweet was the beauty of that glorious time ; 

Yet foul the canker lurking far within. 
And deadlier still the consciousness of crime 

Dawned in a lurid atmosphere of sin ! 

TOL. IX, » 
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She looked to Heayen, she looked upon the sea. 

Her whole existence rising to a sigh, 
And what she was, and what she fain would be, 

She knew, and trembled, and she dared not die ! 

Thus with a smile her pinions she unfurled. 
And left those happy regions of the West, 

To track the mazes of the cruel world. 
And guide a mortal to the perfect rest. 

Okiel Coll., Oj^okd. E. W. P. 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF VORTIGERN. 




)Y harp can echo now no strain of glory, 
My wretched voice no song of joy can sing ; 
My tears flow down as I rehearse the story 
Of ruined Britain, and her feeble king ! 
Hengist's fell herd of Saxons spoil the land, 
And tear our harvests up with rude unhallowed hand. 



And Vortigem, lost to all sense of honour,. 
A coward chieftain with a Saxon heart, 
With eyes of wicked love has gazed upon her 
Who witched his senses with her baleful art. 
High revel in his hall the monarch kept. 
When to his royal throne the pagan damsel stept. 
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Her golden hair streamed down upon her shoulders, 
Her mild blue eyes looked kindly on the king ; 
She seemed an angel bright to all beholders : 
They did not know she was a cu;:s^d thing. 
With goblet in her hand, in loving tone, 
"Lauerd king, wacht heil!'' she cried, and knelt before 
the throne. 

Then the weak king, all ravished with her beauty, 
Gazing upon the soft face of the maid. 
Forgetful of his oath, his crown, his duty, 
'* Drinc heil !*' to her in loving accents said. 
She smiled, and sipped, then gave to him the cup : 
He kissed her Pagan lips, then straightway drank it up. 

When he had drunk the cunning maid's love-potion. 
He left the throne, and took her by the hand ; 
His fond eyes glittering with soft emotion, 
A page to fetch his priest he did command. 
That very hour in wedlock they were tied, — 
The wicked foolish king, and his false-hearted bride. 

Now Britain, like a lamb led to the slaughter. 
Holds out her neck to meet the Saxon knife ; 
Blood through this wretched land will run like water ! 
Ah, woe is me ! there is no good in life. 
Britons, arise ! and strike, if but to fall; 
Do not without one blow basely relinquish all. 
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Alas ! there comes no answer to my groaning, 
Save the faint sobbing of the far-off sea, 
And the wind faintly in the forest moaning 
A funeral dirge to our lost liberty. 
Thus sounds of woe from outraged Nature come ; 
JN'ature lifts up her voice, and only man is dumb. 

Christ's Coll., Cambridge. X. Y. B. 
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OTJD the mirtli and red the wine 

Sparkling in the beaker old. 
Cunning fingers struck the harp^ 
Many were the sagas told. 




Many a legend of the sea, 
Of the wind-god's awful ire. 

Of the blissful seats by Thor, 
Fuel for a warrior's fire ! 



Then was sung a song of one 

Conquered by the soft god's dart , 

Every eye on Olaf turned, 
Struggles deep raged in his heart. 
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Prom the sunnier South he'd led 

To his hearth a maiden fair ; 
Whispered men, in taunting sneers, 

How he gave her all his care. 

Up he starts with flushing face, 

Both his hands the wine-cup clasp : 
" "Weal to friend 6uid woe to foe 1 

Men we are the sword who grasp. 



" "We are not who watch the eye, 
Eeady with the hand to serve ; 

Te and I love chase and war, 
These alone our love deserve ! 



** A woman-loafer's but a fool ; 

Such an one we own not here." 
Drains he then the goblet off, 

Eing the rafters with their cheer. 



From his seat Lord Olaf strode. 
Gone he felt his once proud name. 

For a lie was on his soul — 
The coward's badge — ^the hero's shame ! 
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II. 



In lo% hall Earl Olaf sat, 

O'er clenclied hands his locks were bent 
Seemed he like to mighty oak 

By the wrathful lightnings rent. 

Many a kinsman strove to soothe, 
Many a kinsman strove in vain ; 

Scald's wild chant and fellow's word 
Moved him not, eased not his pain. 

Lo ! a gentle form appears — 
Tsolt, the truth-teller's bride — 

Looks she through a veil of tears 
On her darling — ^her heart's pride. 

f 
All her soul went out to him. 

Was she not his own true wife ? 

She would give him back himself, 

Kurse his sunken heart to life ! 

Lowly, sweetly, bent she down. 

Rained pure kisses on his face. 
To fond bosom pressed his head. 

Fenced him round with all love's grace. 
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Gently nmrmured came sweet words — 

Came to ravished ear and heart ; 
Up he rears his kingly form : 

Paith had worked her own strong part ! 

Tenderly he draws her near, 

Presses kisses on each cheek, 
Feels her heart bound on his own : 

Not a word his month can speak. 

To her maidens beckons he. 

Signs to them to lead her forth ; 
To her passing bows he down, 

Paying homage to her worth. 

Then he cries to those around, 

Holding gleaming blade on high, — 

" Her I love more than all else : 
By Thor, I love her tiU I die !" 

Jesiis Coll., Oxfobd. Owain. 




VOL. IX. 



Kclg 'W^nitx. 




'iN an old and ruined chapel 
There stands a font of stone. 
Its carv^d-work is broken, 
Its loveliness is gone, 
Like a neglected shrine it stands 
Desolate and alone. 



Upon the brink a sparrow 
Is perchedy a welcome guest ; 

Within the broken basin. 
Some drops of water rest ; 

1^0 white-robed priest has blessed them, 
And yet they have been blessed. 
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For in the tjiirsty noontide 

Of hot and sultry days, 
The birds of Heaven drink there, 

And tiny voices raise, 
Singing to their Creator, 

Their artless songs of praise. 

Christ's Coll., Cambridge. X. T. B. 
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)AKY a floating island lies 
In the golden dying skies ; 

'When the Sun his tresses laves, 
'JN'eath the crimson air-bome waves ; 
And from off his locks the mist 
Shakes in mellowed amethyst. 
See ! in silvery peace they float, 
White as lilies in the moat ; 
Now they glow with crimsoned flush. 
Like a modest maiden's blush ; 
Till the Sun's last beam is failing, 
On the "Western valleys paling : 
Fade they then in gilded glory. 
Heavenly as transitory ; 
Melting in the skies above, 
Where flows the ocean of His love. 
Ah ! perish then life's idle dream, 
So we may meet in that bright stream. 

Oriel Coll., Oxfoed. G. B. R. 
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Papillon, Scholar of Balliol (Fellow of Merton). 
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1865. Dantis Exsilium. By R. B. Michell, Balliol College. 
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GAISFORD PRIZE.-GREEK VERSE. 

Is. each. 

1862. Greek Iambics. Shakespeare's King Henry IV., Part II., 

Act iv., Scene 3. 

" 1 would you had but the wit — 
Shortly will I seal with him." 

Bv Robert W. Raper, Scholar of Trinity (Fellow 
of Queen's). 

1863. Homeric Hexameters. Milton's Paradise Lost, Book vi., 

824-877. By Charles J. Pearson, Scholar of Corpus. 
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SACRED PRIZE POEMS. 
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Green, B.A., Worcester. Is. 6d. 
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of Oriel. Is. 6d. 
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2s. 6d. 
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England. By Goldwin Smith, Fellow of University 
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on National Character. By John Conington, Fellow 
of University (Professor of Latin Literature). 2s. 6d. 

1853. Popular Poetry considered as a Test of National Character. 

By S. W. "Bay, Scholar (Fellow) of Wadham. 2s. 

1854. The Effects of Commerce upon Christianity. By William 

Henry Fremantle, Balliol (Fellow of All Souls*). 2s. 

1855. The Different Principles on which the Chief Systems of 
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and Modern Times. By G. C. Brodrick, Balliol (Fellow 
ofMerton). 2s. 

1856. The Reciprocal Action of the Physical and Moral Con- 

dition of Countries upon each other. By Samuel 
Harvey Reynolds, Fellow of Brasenose. 2s. 
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Egyptian Mythology. By H. S. Cunningham, Trinity. 
2s. 

1858. The Greatness and Decline of Venice. By Lewis Morris* 

B.A., Jesus. 2s. 

1859. The Effect Produced by the Precious Metals of America on 

the Greatness and Prosperity of Spain. By William 
Edward Hall, B.A., University. 2s. 

1860. The Advantages and Disadvantages of Charitable Endow- 

ments, especially for Purposes of Education. By 
T. E. Holland, B.A., Fellow of Exeter. 2s. 

1861. The Genius of Chaucer. By R. S. Wright, M.A., Fellow 

of Oriel. 2s. 

1862. An Estimate of the Value and Influence of Works of 

Fiction in Modern Times. By Thomas H. Green, 
M. A., Fellow of Balliol. 2s. 

1864. The Relations be ween CWiAixed wi^ ^i^^fcYN'v^^^^^j^Rss*'- 
By Thomas K. Cheyne, "B A., \^ox^e«^\.«t. \^. ^^^ 
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ENOIIBH PBIZE ESSAYS, continaed :— 

1865. Instinct. By Francis Allston Channing, 6. A., Scholar of 
Exeter (Fellow of University). Is. 6d. 

1867. The Use of the Classics as an Instrument of Christian 
Education. By W. H. Simcox, B.A„ Fellow of Queen's 
College. Is. 6d. 



LATIN PRIZE ESSAYS. 

1841. De Etruscorum cultu, legibus, et moribus, eomnique apad 
Komanos vestigiis. By Benjamin Jowett, Fellow of 
Balliol (Regius Professor of Greek). Is. 

1843. Qusenam fuerit publicorum certaminum apud antiquos 
vis et utilitas. By it. R. Wheeler Lingen, Fellow of 
Balliol. Is. 

1846. Qusenam fuerit Mulierum apud veteres Graecos condition. 

By Goldwin Smith, Demy of Magdalen, Fellow of 
University (late Kegius Professor of Modern History). 
Is. 6d. 

1847. Quatenus Republicse intersit, ut Jurisprudentia Romano- 

rum inter litteras fere humaniores colenda proponatur. 
By Edwin Palmer, Fellow of Balliol. Is. 6d. 

1853. Quibus praecipue de causis in artium liberalium studiis 
Romani Grsecis vix pares, nedum superiores evaserint. 
By George Ridding, Fellow of Exeter. Is. 6d. 

1855. Morum Philosophi apud Graecos et Romanos inter se 

comparati. By J. E. White, Fellow of New College. Is. 

1856. Scicntiarum Physicarum Progressus. By Hemming Robe- 

son, Scholar of Balliol. Is. 

1858. Utrum bene an male de Populo Romano meritus sit Ck>n- 

stantinus, qui sedem Imperii Byzantium transtulerit. 
By W. W. Merry, M.A., Balliol (Fellow of Lincoln). Is. 

1859. Quatenus fabulae credendum sit de Argonautarum cursa 

maritimo P * By D. B. Monro, M.A., Scholar of Balliol 
(Fellow of Oriel). Is. 

1860. Versabor in re mTxLlum (\aQBsita : utrum suffirana clam an 

Scholar oiBaV^oV. \a. 
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LATIN FBIZE ESSAYS, continued— 

1861. Utruin Caesar Augustus bene de Populo Romano meruerit. 

By James Lee- Warner, M.A., Scholar of Trinity. 
(Fellow of University). Is. 6d. 

1862. Quaeritur quisnam sit finis statuendus in egenis publico 

aut privatim sublevandis. By James Bryce, B.A., 
Scholar of Trinity (Fellow of Oriel). Is. 

1863. Quibusnam proecipue de causis exortum sit bellum civile 

Americanum. By Henry Nettleship, M.A., Scholar 
(Fellow) of Lincoln. Is. 6d. 

1864. De Niebuhrii meritis in Historia Komana investiganda. 

By G. A. Simcox, Fellow of Queen's. Is. 



GAISFORD PRIZE.-GREEK PROSE. 

Is. each. 

1862. Platonic Dialogue. Timseus Novus sive de Geologia. By 

C. J. Pearson, Corpus. 

1863. Marco Polo. Narratio ad exemplar Herodoteum. By 

Austin Ley, Christ Church. 

1865. Sancti Ludovici, res gestae ingenium. By W. H. Simcox, 

Fellow of Queen's. 

1866. Cratylus sive de hominum sermonis origine. By F. 

Faravicini, B.A., Scholar of Balliol, Student of Christ 
Church. 

1867. The Aztecs. By W. WaUace, BaUiol College. 



ARNOLD PRIZE ESSAYS, 

1858. The Close of the Tenth Century of the Christian Era. 

By Richard Watson Dixon, B.A., Pembroke. 2s. 6d. 

1859. Delphi: considered Locally, Morally, and Politically. 

By Charles S. Bowen, B.A., Balliol. 28. 6d. 

1860. The Privy Council. By Albert Venn Dicey, M.A., Balliol 

(Fellow of Trinity;. 2s. 6d. 

1865. The Value of Numismatica in t\ie ^ta^^ oi Ks^js^'eoJOSSs^ssr^ * 
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ASNOLB FBIZE ESSAYS, continued :— 

1866. The Greek Orators considered as Historical Authorities. 

By F. A. Channing, B.A., Scholar of Exeter (Fellow 
of University). 2s. 

1867. The Mahometan Power in India. By Frauds H. Jeone, 

B.A., Balliol College. 2s. 



STANHOPE PRIZE ESSAYS. 
Is, 6d. each. 



1859. The Causes of the Successes of the Ottoman Turks. By 

James Surtees Philpotts, Fellow of New College. 

1860. The Fall of the Republic of Florence. By John Richard 

Magrath, M.A., Scholar of Oriel (Fellow of Queen's). 

1862. Cardinal Wolsey. By Charles Martin, Scholar of New 

College. 

1863. The Influence of the Feudal System on the Formation of 

Political Character. By Francis Henry Jeune, B.A., 
Scholar of Balliol. 

1865. The Rise of Russia. By Walter Mooney Hatch, Fellow 
of New College. 

1867. The Causes of the Decline of Spain. By George Herbert 
West, Christ Church. 



colleg:e rhymes. 

*' The bloiBom of the flying Terms." 

Contributed by Members of the Universities of Oxford 

and Cambridge. 

Vols. I. to IX., CTo^na. 8yo., 4a. 6d. each. 
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Sketches of Undergraduate Life, 

A Series of Humorous Designs, 

By a Member of the University. 

First Series, just published, price £1 Is. Second Series shortly. 

The Dunces^ Dessert; 

Or, Horatian Trifles and Homeric Cream. 
Quarto, Sixty Illustrations, half-bound. Price 10s. 6d. 

The Mysteries of Isis; 
Or, The College Life of Paul JRomaine, 

AN OXrORD STORY. 

" The author of this work brings before ua a variety of characters, with whose species 
every Oxford man is familiar. The plot is a good one throughout." — Oxford Univer- 
sity Herald. 

'* We have animating descriptions of University Life in its various phases, including 
the College Wine Party, Town-and-Gown Rows, £xunination8 — both ' Small ' and 
'Great' — Boating, Cricketing, Commemoration, &c." — Oxford Chronicle. 

" Moral in tone, lively in dialogue, true to Oxford nature."~-Ox/or<i Under- 
graduates' Journal. 

Crown 8vo cloth. Price 68. Scarce. 

Poems. 

BY AN OXONIAN. 

Fcap. 8vo cloth, toned paper. Price 5s. 

The Teaching of the Types. 
Bj the Rev. R. Aitken, Vicar of Pendeen, Cornwall. 

In One Vol., 8vo, 12s. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

Truth against Truth. Is. 

Letter to the Leeds Clergy. Is. 

Spiritual Vitality. Is. 

Conversion and Life of St. A.A3L%\ve»\lYDL^. \^. 

The Power of Chiiat' a ^«m^. \^. 
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Philocalia ; 

Or, Essays on Natural and Poetic BeatUy, 

By W. Purton, Esq., M.A. 

Demy 8to cloth gilt. Parts I. and II. 5s. each ; in one yo\, 9s, 

Chradus ad Momerum ; 

Or, the A, B. C. D. of Homer, 

By W. Purton, Esq., M.A., author of " Philocalia.*' 

Crown 8vo cloth. Price 4s. 6d. 

Poems, 

By the Rev. F. G. Lee, D.C.L., St. Edmund Hall. 

Fcap. 8yo. First Series, 3s. 6d. ; Second Series, Ss. 6d. 

In Honorem. 
A Love Poem, and an Autohiographie Story, 

By Erastes. 
Fcap. 8vo, toned paper, limp cloth. Price 3s. 

The Sentence of Kaires, 

And Other Poems, 
By the Rev. H. N. Oxenham. Fcap. 8vo. Price 5s. 

Baconi Novum Organum, 

Book I. 

Cloth, 2s. 6d. Interleaved, 3s. 6d. 

Iphigeneia ; 
Or, The Sail, The Seer, and The Sacrifice. 

A CLASSICAL BUBLESQUE. 

Performed at the Music Room, Holywell, by the St. John's 
College Amateurs, during Commemoration, 1866. 

Sewed, crown 8yo. Price Is. 
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Lalla Rookh, 

A CLASSICAL BURLESQUE, IN TWO ACTS. 

By Vincent Amcotts, B.A. 
Performed at the Masonic Hall, Oxford, Commemoration, 1866. 

Sewed, crown 8vo. Price Is. 

Echoes of the Qreek Drama. 

Classical Borlesqaes in Three Acts. 

No. I. PXNTHEUS. 

No. II. Ariadne. 

No. III. The Statub Bkidb. 

By V. Amcotts and "W. R. Anson, Balliol College. 

Sewed, crown 8to, Is. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 

The Tercentenary of Corydon. 

{Stratford-on-Avon, April, 1864). 

Sewed, crown 8vo. Price Is. 

The Comic Aldrich; 

Or, How to " Chop " Logic Instead of « CkUting " U. 

Demy 8vo., illustrated. Part I. Is. Part II., shortly. 

The Oxford Ars Poetica ; 

Or, How to Write a Newdigate, 

Price Is. 6d. 

Fetra, 

And Other Poems, 

By the Rev. J. W. Burgon. 

Square 8vo. Price 28. 6d. Very Scaree. 
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Death of Jacob, 

And Other Poems, 
By Dr. W. Alexander, Bishop of Derry and Raphoe, 6.N.C. 

Price 2s. 

The Cave of Adulktm. 

A SERMON. 

By Rev. J. S. Sidebotham, M.A., Chaplain of New College, and 

aty Lecturer. 

Sewed. Price Is. 

The Thirty 'Nine Articles of the Church o/JSngland, 

With Scripture Preofs and Refereruies, 
Prioe Is. 

Prayers for the Seven Canonical Sours, 
Demy l6mo cloth. Is. 

The Valley of Lilies. 

Translated from the Latin of Thomas a Kempis. 

Sheep, Is. 6d. ; cloth lettered, 8d. ; limp, 4d. 

The Book of Gold. 
Cloth, 8d. 

Lives of the Saints. 
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MA.P 

OP THE 

ENVIRONS OF OXFORD; 

Constructed from the latest Ordnance and Local Surveys, 

showing the 

ROADS, RAILWAYS, AND STATIONS; 
Parks and Seats of the Nobility and Gentry ; 

RIVERS, WOODS, & FOX COVERS; 

And the general features of the Country, within an area of 

1,000 SQUAEE MILES: 

Forming a useful reference to the Country Gentleman, Sportsman, 
and Strangers to the country around Oxford. With a 

LIST OF MARKET TO^A^NS, 

DISTANCES BY KOAD, POPULATIONS, &c. 

A New Edition, folded in a Case, Is. Plain ; in Extra Gaso and 

full Coloured, 28. 6d. 

PICTORIAL PLAN 

OF THE 

UNIVERSITY AND CITY OF OXFORD, 

Thoroughly revised, and many additions made, np to June, 1868. 

Illustrated by upwards of 

SEVENTY ENGRAVED VIEWS 

OF ALL THE 

I>TJBI-IC BTJIIjIDIIsra-S: 

With a Guide, arranged as a Walk, enabling the Stranger to yisit 

every point of attraction. 

In a Case for the Pocket, with newly-dfiigned iUxuninated WraKwr, Is. 
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T. \- G. ^. U'j» to announce to the Members of the Univerrity 
that they have published the following 

?Jl:ignificent Series of |Jfaotagrap|^s, 

CONSISTING OF 

THE MOST REMARKABLE VIEWS 

IX THE 

UNIVERSITY AND CITY. 

SEKIKS No. 1. Size of Plate, 15in. by 17in., price 78. 6d. each; 
or Twenty in a Portfolio for £7 10s. 

SERIES No. 2. Size of Pktc, 8in. by 6in., mounted, 28. 6d.; 
Unmounted, 28. 

SERIES No. 3. Size of Pkte. 6in. by 5in. Price Is. each. 

ALSO, 

ONE HUNDRED STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS 
Of the University and City. Price Is. each ; 

AMD 

TWO HUNDRED CARTE DE VISITE VIEWS 
Of the sume. Price 6d. each. 



They have also recently produced a very choice Collection of 

Photograplis, size 1 din. by 12in., of 

SCENES ON THE THAMES, 

Comprising lifty-four Views taken between Qodstow and 

raugbourne ; and a Series of 

BOATING SUBJECTS. 

PRICES. — Unmounted for the Album, 5s. ; Handsomely mounted, 
with gold bevel and line, ready for fhuning, 78. 6d. ; Mag^ 
nificently coloured, more truthful than Water-colour Drawing, 
and far surpassing the Chromo-lithograph, £1 Is. 

And a smaller Scries of Photographs of the River Thames, in three 

Series, from 

OXFORD TO THE NORE ; 

1st series.— No. 1 to 116, Oxford to Henley. 

2nd series.— No. 116 to 250, Fawley Court to Putney. 

3bd series.— Fulham to the Nore, will be published shortlj. 

Price Is. each *, or "yery actiatically colouredt £rom 2s* fid. saoh. 



HAYWARD & JUDGE, 

{^LATE OF 121 HIGH STREET) 

GENTLEMEN'S MERCERS, ETC., 



lO CORlSr-MiARKET 



AND 



9 TURL STREET, OXFORD. 



AUALITY, Excellence of Style, and Moderate Charges, 
^' in the various branches of this business guaranteed, 
and a continuance of patronage solicited. 

The removal of business Premises having afforded an 
opportunity for the displacement of old Stock, all goods 
will be found of the latest and most choice description. 



10 CORN- MARKET STREET, OXFORD. 
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MACMILLAN AND Co.'S 
prisLK A'iM< )XS. 



Ni-w Pofms. !'•> M.itih. \v j My Beautiful iLady. IJy 

A-- . !. l.\ti.i l«.i{.. M«», (•«. t't/. I riioMJ.is WiMKiuT. With a Vijir.ette 

I liV Art!iur IIu^hi><:. Third Ltiitiun, 
St. Paul. A I'..in. r.y T. W. ' i-'ip vsvo,:..*. 

li \\ .1- l.xtr.i liMp. •»»«•', J*. «Jf/ I 

i* • . .I'J.i - tl.t-. ..:hi.!.t iiic >pirit of 
-• I'... ...i «i!:i a MMiuiar >i.»l«'y ' PoeillS. Uv tlio Anhl.i^b'P of 

: :•,-..• /•...',..•;••..• «/,.n« J.- I i)„bh!i. l'«*>l!eruil and arraRj;cd 
« ... __ , ^ , , anew. Fcap. Svti, 7». Od. 

Go*>hn Market, .lu.l «'tlifr 
r . .. i;> <:.:.>:.i..i ii..v-citi With Andromeda. :in«l ntlit r Pooms- 

I .::•.! , l).i;.il..<.tlli. Stcond . 3 proUssor Klnp^Ic-v. Third Edition 

ThM Prince's Proj?re88, and ; xhe Saints' Tragedy: oi the 

•b. : r . U> cnri.tiiia Kom-tii. y^^^ j^^^^^ j,f Klizabith of IIunwrF. 
I ''! \'!* 'i' "•'^'"'' '■•' «o**«ti. jjy Professor King.slcy. Third EJit., 

fcap. 8vo, Of. 



I . •!■ '•\.>. i ». 



D.intc\s Comedy: the Hell. 

I : .'. '< ! ::.;•• l.iii'ra*. Hiank Verne. 
Ii.. \N M IJj%Hi''!i. IVap Svoc!uth,5*. 



Shakespeare's Sonnets and 

SongB Oeiii Kdition. Kditt-J by 
F. T. I*alfrrave. Vignette by Jt-ens, 
I8mo, 3«. fid. 

The Poems of Arthur Hugh 

Clouffh, sometime Feiluwof Oiiel 
College. Oxford. With a Memoir l»y 
F. T. Palgravc. Second Edition, fcap. 
I 8to,6« 

City PofMus. I'rap. Svo, y*. •-,,-. ^ ^ ^i. ^ j 

"^ ' ' i The Return of the Guards. 

Edwin of Deira. Second i »"<» other Poems. By Sfr Francis 

1..;:'. .:.. W.y. >v... .:,. i ."^""S? ■^"*''-; ^'fT'^'^ ""S *r*'-' 

' I m the Univernty of Oxtord. Fcap. 

I Svo, 7*. 



/;) JI.I'XASJiEU SMITH. 
A Life Drama. wV: Mtht'i- Poems. 




J y an l..\'Jliy PATMOIIE. 
The Angel in the House. 

li \(i!-. fcap. Svo, Via. 
*^* A Ni'W and Chrap Edition, in one 
vol. fc;ip. Xvo, bonutifully printed on 
tonetl paper, 2«. Ot/. 

The Victories of Love. 

Fcap. 8vo, 'l.*. Orf. 



gilt, 12«. 



A Woman Sold, and other 

Poems, By Augusta Wel>stcr Extra 
fcap. Svo, Is. 6d. 

Words from the Poets. 

Selected by the Editor of '* Kayis of 
Sunlight." With a Vignette and 
Frontispiece. 18mo, extra cloth gilt, 
2s. Orf.; Cheaper Edition, IMno, 
limp, Is. 



MACMIIAuMil A.^"D Go., liondon. 
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